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There is a cigarette for the two of you.Lam. 


Melt 3 T of butter. Add 3 T of flour, blend- 
ing thoroughly. Gradually stir in 3% cup of 
hot Add Y%4 cup of sugar and con- 
finve stirring until sauce is thickened and 
smooth. Remove the pan from the fire. Beat 
4 egg yolks until light and lemon-colored 
‘and add fo the cream sauce. Allow it to 
cool for a few'minutes and then add % cup 
‘of Grand Marnier. Beat 5 egg until 
stiff but not dry and fold them in gently. 
Pour the mixture into a bultered soufflé 
i sprinkled with sugar. 
Bake in a 375 degree oven for about 30 
minutes or until the soufflé is light, puffy 
and delicately browned. Serve at once with 
Grand Marnier sauce. 
For a delightful sauce, steep crushed 
strawberries in Grond Marnier. 


For delightful cocktail and 
gourmet recipes, write for 
our free booklet, The com- 
plete home entertainment 
cook book, The Spirit 
of Grand Cuisine by 
Saul Krieg, published 

by Macmillan, now at 

your bookstore, 
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Your first stereo should be 
good enough to be your last. 


That’s why we came up with the 
RE-7700. It has so much going 
for it, the only thing you may ever 
feel like changing are its stations. 

Make this your first stereo 
and you'll have FM/AM and FM 
stereo with controls you can 
adjust like professionals do. You'll 
have motor-driven, automatic 
tuning that zeros in on your 
station with super accuracy. 

And a lot more. Like FET 
that pulls in distant stations— 
one ata time. And automatically 
activated AFC tuning that keeps 
the FM from drifting. 

There’s a Stereo Eye that 


tells when you're listening to 
stereo. And an FM stereo switch 
that locks out all but the stereo 
stations. When that’s all you 
want to hear. 

No matter what you decide 
to listen to, it'll come through two 
61-inch woofers. And two 244- 
inch tweeters. A full 18 watts of 
music power, all wrapped up in 
beautiful walnut cabinets. 

The RE-7700 has an output 
jack for headphones. An input 
jack for tape, and another for 
an automatic turntable. 

Which leads us to the 
optional piece of equipment 


we've included in this ad. The 
mate to your first stereo. Your 
first turntable. The RD-7703. A 
12-inch, 4-speed automatic record 
changer with a special device 
that reduces record wear. And 
another that lets you place the 
tone arm in any groove without 
wrecking the record. A smoke- 
grey dust cover and sapphire 
stylus are included at no extra 
charge. 

So if you're looking for your 
first stereo, stop in at any dealer 
we permit to carry the Panasonic 
line. Your first visit may be your 
last. For stereo. 


Soot oesrevoverne 


enema anette 


Imported Swiss. 2 0z., $750. 


To receive an illustrated brochure featuring many of our timepieces, write Lucien Piccard, 580 Filth Avenue, New York 10036 


CASE HISTORY OF A BURGLARY 

y the time you read this, our entry into the American 

market will have passed quietly into history. The issue 

you hold in your hand is No. 4. It is slightly larger than 
No. 1 in that it contains a few more pages of editorial as 
well as a few more pages of advertising. We printed 375,000 
of No. 1 and 500,000 of No. 4, which makes it larger still. 
In direct cover-to-cover competition on the nation’s news- 
stands, No. 1, we are told, outsold the average recent issues 
of Life, Look, Time, Newsweek and Esquire—to mention a 
few. Altogether, the publishing micro-history of Penthouse 
in America is worth noting, because it reflects something of 
the special character of this otherwise inexplicable industry 
and something else of the people, like yourself, who 
support it. 

Until the advent of our North American edition informed 
opinion had it that Playboy's lock on the only meaningful 
male market in America was burglar-proof. No one, it seemed, 
could break and enter. This particular community of male 
readers was held to be untouchable—sanctified in a common 
devotion to one God . . . inviolate, haremesque, twittering 
boy-concubines overlorded by some grotesque, eunuch-like 
pleasure syndrome from which there was no rescue, no 
escape, no release. Their single cohesive quality being a mor- 
bid need for identification with the fantasy life-style of their 
all-purpose, all-providing mini-God mentor. This was not an 
ordinary readership, we were informed, not a mere com- 
mercial market to be wooed and won; this was a religion 
with all of the fearsome and fastidious implications of any 
other religion. Now, everyone knows you don’t march into 
one man’s church and shout: ‘Look here, my God is better 
than yours”. Everyone knows how crude, not to mention 
ineffectual, that would be. 

Or so. we were told. 

But the pundits of the publishing world are as unimaginative 
in their tribal view as the pundits, critics and prophets in any 
area of creative endeavor. If it hasn’t been done successfully 
before, chances are it cannot be done at all—not now, not 
never! So dire and widespread were the predictions of our 
failure, that we were unable to call on the usual sources of 
help. The press was only mildly amused at our antics ; certain 
contributors (since dropped) demanded payment in advance, 
and banks—in making their customarily piggish, hidebound 
and unsympathetic assessment of our profitability quotient— 
turned up their noses. 

Now publishing, like the theater, has a mystique that con- 
founds predictability. It is, happily, a non-absolute science 
because it relies for its success entirely on human emotions. 
It either communicates or it does not. There is no other 
criterion. Penthouse, which has now intruded into this 
precious and forbidden soil, has succeeded in, if nothing 
else, rehumanizing that damnfool image of the American 
male. Nor does the idea of our first, sweet taste of success 
leave us drooling for bigger and better bites of the pie. No, 
this is not enough. It is rather our desperate, perhaps puerile, 
but positively irrepressible need to say: ‘See, | told you so!” 
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MARILU TOLO WITH OMAR SHARIF 


DAWNAY 


BOCCA 


How 


ECALL 


The young lady stepping out in 
Rome with screenstar Omar Sharif. 
a regular escort of hers, in the 
picture above can be appreciated 
in more intimate pictures else- 
where in this issue. She forms the 
delectable subject of our pictorial 
essay The Nubilest Roman of 
Them All, for which Staff Pho- 
tographer Amnon — Bar-Tur 
journeyed to the Eternal City. A 
discovery of Carlo Ponti’s, Marilu 
Tolo is an up-and-coming actress 
in Continental movies. Another 
Italian touch in this issue is the 
profile of the prodigious private 
eye Tom Ponzi, a man who has 
made a million out of his fearless 
ferreting, mostly into marital 
tangles. This article is written by 
the British-born New York author 
Geoffrey Bocca, who has lately 
branched out into sexy fiction, 
publishing Commander Amanda 
Nightingale under the pen-name 
George Revelli. Bocca became the 
highest paid journalist in the States 
with his international hit biography 
of the Duchess of Windsor She 
might have been Queen. 

For our exclusive Penthouse 
Interview this month we talked 
to a man who, but for a twist of 
history, might have been emperor: 
Otto von Habsburg, former crown 


prince of the Austro-Hungarian 
royal house. After a long exile. now 
ended (and much of it spent in the 
U.S.), he has renounced his 
succession, and lives as an author 
and lecturer, specializing in inter- 
national affairs. Indeed, he shows 
such a shrewd grasp of his subject 
that readers may speculate what 
Austria has missed by rejecting the 
monarchy. 

Our intriguing expose of the 

strange facts behind the arrest of 
James Earl Ray for the murder of 
Martin Luther King is the work of 
Peter Dawnay, a London publisher 
who endorses the conspiracy 
theories of Joachim Joesten, 
author of numerous books on the 
Dallas assassination. Dawnay has 
published these books in Britain 
and. through his own researches, 
become steeped in the mysterious 
minutiae of both the Kennedy 
killings and the King tragedy too. 
Whether or not his suspicions can 
be sustained, he has certainly 
unearthed some bewildering con- 
tradictions in the official version of 
the Ray case. 
Correction: Through a transatlan- 
tic mix-up a photograph of 
Charles Childs in November was 
captioned Dr Brussel. Apologies 
to both contributors. 


PENTHOUSE 


"ORUM 


in which editors and readers discuss topics arising out of 
Penthouse, its contents, its aspirations, and its areas of 
interest. Letters for publication should carry name and 
address (in capitals, please). though these may be with- 
held by the Editor on request, Send to Penthouse Forum, 
Penthouse International Ltd., 110 East 59th Street, New 
York, N.Y. Correspondents will be asked to confirm 
authorship by signing and returning a verification form. 
Views published are not necessarily endorsed editorially. 


Testimonial 
Enclosed please find my check for eight dollars. 
| would like to start receiving a subscription to 
your magazine as soon as possible. It is a 
genuine pleasure to find a publication which 
has finally taken up where Playboy left off. 
Hefner's magazine has been slack in many 
efforts to present tasteful and enjoyable 
pictorials, and Penthouse has so far impressed 
me with its layouts. 

The articles are also a refreshing change. 
Good luck.—Ronald Schon, Medfield Street 
Boston MA 02215. 


Second coming 

Your second issue is much better than the first. 
The photos of Kelly McQueen were terrific! 
Also your pictorial essay Vixen was well done. 
Yes, | would say Penthouse is now on its way 
to becoming one of the best in its field— 
Donald M. Carse, Chicago. Ill. 


Beefcake plea 
How inconsiderate of you to publish another 
magazine for men! How about us girls? We 
want and need a “Playgirl” magazine complete 
with a centerfold—a beautiful naked man! |, 
for one, am sick and tired of those drippy 
women’s magazines. We girls want something 
more interesting and titillating! After all, we're 
human too. Please come to our rescue! 

The way | look at it, "What's good for the 
gander is also good for the goose !"—Gretchen 
Miller (address withheld by request). 

P.S. A man's naked body is beautiful too! 
P.P.S. Out of curiosity, what have you got 
against male nudity ? 


Forbidden fleece 
| just recently bought the September issue of 
Penthouse and enjoyed it very, very much. 
Your writers are top-drawer and | especially 
enjoyed Oh, Wicked Wanda! by Frederic 
Mullally. Got quite a kick out of his reference to 
Continental Film Review, which | have been 
reading (?) since about 1955. 

| do have one major complaint though! How 
much more beautiful would the photo of Evelyn 
Treacher have been if you had printed it full 
front completely nude and unretouched ? Quite 
abit, | believe. Why don’t you folks at Penthouse 
be the first to present photos of lovely girls just 
as God really made them? Pubic hair is being 
shown more all the time but mostly in the 
underground papers and mags. 

Hoping to see you go to work on this !—A. 
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Manton, Avon Road, Hewlett N.Y. 11557. 


| agree with Mr T.R.C. (October) about having 
pictures of unshaved armpits in Penthouse, 
because! also find underarm hair very exciting 
and sexy. If you publish such photographs 
Penthouse will become unique among maga- 
zines for men. By the way, why are armpits with 
hair more taboo than other female parts, like 
breasts or buttocks?—Mario Gozzi, Via 
Tavazzano, Milan, Italy. 


Masochist mission 
Enough interest was aroused in me by the 
October Forum letters about masochism to 
warrant my writing this letter. | am 23 years old 
and a senior at a college in Western Massa- 
chusetts. | have harboured these feelings of 
masochism for most of my adolescent and adult 
life with the assumption that | was the only one 
in the world who felt this way and that there 
was something drastically wrong with me. | 
came across your magazine quite by accident 
and am now looking at my plight in a different 
light. 

| have approached the subject by a round- 


about way with several female partners and 
discovered that we shared no common ground, 
at least on this subject. It is conceivable that | 
could carry on a normal relationship with a 
partner who does not share my tendencies in 
this area (Which | had all intentions of doing up 
to this point in my life) but I feel it would be 
much more fulfilling a relationship if | were to 
meet a female with masochistic tendencies.— 
G.G. (name withheld by request), Western New 
England College. Springfield, Mass. 


Age and ecstasy 
In answer to Jean P. of Leeds and Katherine de 
Villiers (October), they and others of that ilk 
might pay attention to the letter from Keith H. 
of Ramsgate in’the same issue. | am in my late 
forties and find myself becoming much more 
selective with receding youth. As the passion 
and lust diminish so also does the ‘wham, 
bam, thank you M’am” technique. 

| have learned to cultivate the friendship and 
trust of a woman, to establish a rapport which 
does not occur overnight. Sex will then occur 
only if the conditions are right and mutually 
acceptable. Under such conditions sex becomes 
much more enjoyable to the woman, who in 
turn rewards the man with a much richer 
experience. 

So, girls, give the “dirty old man’ a chance !|— 
Fred Mills, Paseo de la Concha, Redondo 
Beach, California 90277 


Fashion notes 
Your first American edition was excellent and | 
expect to remain a faithful female reader. 

| would like to register a vote in favor of the 
Ban the Tights campaign proposed by G. A. 
Morris (September). |, too, find panty hose, and 
panty girdles—in fact underpants of any kind— 
quite unsexy, as well as uncomfortable and 
inconvenient. 

Another of your Forum correspondents, a 
“Miss C’”, reported that many of the girls in her 
club enjoy wearing no pants and yet have no 
difficulty in preserving their respectability in 
public—a fact that many women, including my- 
self, have been surprised to discover. | personally 
couldn't care less about banning the bra, but | 
am delighted that the absence of underpants is 
becoming more accepted in feminine fashions 
these days !—WV.A.A. (name and address with- 
held), San Diego, California. 


Personally | have given up tights and found a 
marvelous substitute without going back to 


panty girdle. Thigh can still be seen if you wear 
hold-up stockings, of which my husband 
approves, and they allow much more freedom.— 
Mrs A.B. (name and address withheld), 
Romney Marsh, Kent. 
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Kinky Americans 
Though I'm not one of your primary audience 
(I'm a girl), | thoroughly enjoyed your first 
American edition and predict you'll give your 
rabbit-obsessed competitor a good run for 
his money on this side of the Atlantic. 

| was intrigued by the amazingly frank 
exchanges in your letters section. The comments 
on "Kinky Englishmen” by Miss J.M.. of 
Toronto really got me, though. When it comes 
to out-and-out kinkiness in men, I'll stack 
certain American males against anything 
Britain hes to offer. 

There is no more knowledgeable expert in 
kooky male fetishes and deviations than a one- 
legged girl, believe me, and that's what | am. 
Since losing my right leg above the knee in an 
auto accident three years ago, I've learned 
more about male kinkiness than many psy- 
chiatrists observe in a lifetime. The sight of a 
girl limping about on an obviously artificial leg 
has a magnetic attraction for some men. But 
should a girl amputee venture forth on just her 
one leg and crutches, she really turns on these 
warped Casanovas. 

| was shocked the first time a fellow | had 
known only an hour or so invited me to 
unstrap my artificial leg and show him my 
stump. But | have since learned that there are 
lots of males around who get as big a thrill 
from viewing and fondling a one-legged girl’s 
thigh stump as her breasts. In fact, I've had 
some dates ask me to leave my artificial leg 
home and go out on my remaining leg and 
crutches, even though the end of my stump 
pokes out of my skirt. That gives them a chance 
to play “patty-cake” with my stump as we 
drive along, and they enjoy it. It didn't take 
me long to discover that being minus one leg 
didn’t prevent me from being just as satisfying 
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a bed partner with the right fellow as when | 
had both my legs. But | prefer to pick my 
companions. 

Another type of kook I've run into sees every 
one-legged girl as an effortless sexual conquest. 
I've had a few wrestling matches with these 
types where they succeeded in unstrapping my 
artificial leg only to find that | could still 
frustrate their efforts by deft manipulation of my 
stump. Contrary to popular notion, sex with an 
unwilling one-legged girl is not as easy as it 
looks, if she has part of her thigh remaining. 

Spotting certain of these kinky gents by looks 
alone is difficult. Some of the most normal- 
appearing swingers have surprised me at 
bedtime when | discovered that they were more 
interested in watching me hop around nude 
‘on just my good leg than in sex. One guy was a 
camera bug who has photographed my stump 
from every conceivable angle. He got the 
heave-ho after he showed me an album in which 
my photos were just another page-filler in his 
collection of amputee beauties. Still, another 
kook, who had me completely fooled stunned 
me with the revelation that he was already 
married to a one-armed girl, and found me a 
welcome “change” from his wife. 

To Miss J.M. of Toronto | say. there’s no 
need to stray from these shores to find kinks, 


kooks, and off-beat males galore—Peggy L. 
(and the isn’t for “leg”). Cambridge, 
Massachusetts. 

Dolly girls 


| am told that rubber women can be freely 
purchased in Japan, and | actually have an 
English newspaper photograph of warehouse- 
men packing the presents the Japanese love to 
buy for bachelors, which shows miniskirted 
dollies like shop-window models being 
wrapped up. 

Ina TV programme about life at the American 
South Pole station there was a quick panning 
across the beds, which showed artifical women 
on them. Where can they be bought?—y. 
(name and address withheld), Coventry, 
Warwickshire. 


Nudist report 
For our annual holiday last year my husband 
and | decided to go to a nudist club, this being 
our first sortie into naturism. Coupled with 
anxiety over whether my own conduct would 
be free from embarrassment | felt a mounting 
sense of anticipation at the prospect of being 
able to see unclothed men over a period of two 
weeks, during which time | was sure that 
frequent opportunities would be presented to 
observe sexual arousal. | had always under- 
stood that in healthy males this occurs several 
times daily. In fact, with one exception, | saw 
nothing approaching an erection in 34 
apparently healthy males in the whole 14 days, 
though the company was mixed in equal 
proportions of male and female. Even my 
husband was more subdued than usual. The 
only exception was a 15-year-old schoolboy on 
holiday with his parents. He, until his mother 
prevailed on him to wear a pouch, seemed to 
be in a perpetual state of excitement. 

The general lack of tumescence very much 
surprised me, and my observations seem to 
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contradict the belief implicit in your magazine 
that female nudity is in itself a stimulant to the, 
male.—Mrs M.L. (name and address withheld), 
Wolverhampton, Staffordshire. 


Pain and pleasure 
It was most refreshing to learn of the cognizance 
of the British of the significance of corporal 
punishment. Such discipline is most repulsive 
when sadistically or unfairly applied, but a 
stimulating relief when properly administered or 
consented to. | fondly remember an earlier 
romance during which my fiancee would 
accept, with enjoyment, measured strokes of a 
paddle for her minor misbehavior and aggravat- 
ing woman's ways. 

Now 27 and married to a fine girl who 
frowns on such practices, | wonder and doubt 
if there are any girls left who appreciate such 
things. Your magazine has shown me | might 
be wrong—it seems as if Olde England is a step 
‘ahead of us in the New World.—T.8. (name 
withheld by request), Olive Street, Huntington 
Station, N.Y. 11746. 


Until reading Penthouse | regarded my desire 
to be caned as unusual. | thought it might be 
connected with an incident when | was ten, 
and two of us had been caught fighting, which 
was strictly forbidden. The other boy was held 
down over the side of a bed and | had to witness 
his receiving a severe beating, under the 
direction of the headmistress, delivered by the 
maths master with the curved end of a good- 
length cane. | was told: "You are new but you 
will know what to expect next time.” A year or 


two later | had a craving to be caned and this 
has remained with me for over 20 years.—Abyz 
(name and address withheld), Norwich. 


Some years ago | met a wonderful girl. She was 
a nurse, tall, dark marvelously built, a virgin 
but passionate. Our first attempts at intercourse 
caused her too much pain for me to continue. 
We were lying on the floor of her parents 
drawing room. | remember that her uniform 
dress was open to the waist revealing her 
superbly ample breasts. Her skirt was pulled up. 
As she was lying on her side, not from 
any sexual motive (I thought) | slapped her 
lightly across the buttocks because they looked 
so alluring sheathed in transparent black panties. 
She gave alittle moan of pleasure and thrust her 
body against mine in a renewal of passion. 

‘As the days passed we progressed via the 
back of a hairbrush and a leather belt to a fine 
cane which, she declared, gave her the purest 
pleasure. | always insisted she wore her panties 
on these occasions and was loud in my praises. 
One day she said: “If you like them so much 
you ought to wear them.” | complied and we 
both found the wearing of silky briefs gave 
enhancement to our pleasure both by sight and 
touch. 

We sometimes engaged in wrestling matches 
as a prelude to love-making (both of us clad as 
usual in provocative panties). | would often let 
her win because | enjoyed the thrill of being 
dominated as she sat astride me. Once she 
refused to let me up unless | agreed to her using 
the cane on me. 

She tied me up in a kneeling position (as | 


would do with her) and beat me across the 
buttocks with light flicks of the cane. It was 
indescribably stimulating and delicious. She 
confessed to me there and then that she had 
always longed to play the man's part in love- 
making. As soon as we were able to obtain a 
dildo | gratified this wish and found exquisite 
pleasure. Not in any way did this diminish my 
abilities in the conventional male role. 

Alas we had to part for work reasons and 
though | have had other affairs since | have yet 
to find another girl with such a wonderful 
repertoire. This is why it is now such a delight 
for me to read of other couples enjoying them- 
selves in similar ways.—P.F. (name and address 
withheld). 


| should like to enter my views and experiences 
in your controversy. | am 19, work as a 
receptionist and also run a fan club for a pop 
group. 

My two best friends, Sally and Pat. asked me 
to a bottle party at their flat just about a year 
ago. | was slightly drunk | suppose and spent 
a few hours flirting with every attractive boy in 
the room. The party broke up at about 2.30 but 
| decided not to drive home owing to my 
condition, and | resigned myself to a couch for 
the remainder of the night. 

Just after settling down | heard the girls 
arguing in their bedroom and the noise kept me 
awake. | could not make out what they were 
saying but heard smacking noises and crying. 
Shaking my spinning head | ambled to the door 
and pulled it open. To my astonishment | found 
Sally bending over, displaying a rather crimson 
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How to act if your taste 
is greater than your wealth. 


You have a problem. Great taste. It’s the most beautiful sound you Let your taste decide for itself 
Worse yet, every time your income can get. Without getting into Listen. It’s all we ask. 
gets better, your taste gets better. components. Or component prices. So act this way, and your wealth will 
So you're “over extended” And we make all kinds of beautiful probably still never be greater than 
But you'd like to have beautiful stereos. Phonographs, cassette players, your taste. But remember: a penny 
music at home. Maybe just to soothe tape recorders, radios, and saved is a penny earned. 
your nerves while you decide what bills combinations. Plus lots of smaller stuff. 
not to pay. Yet everything sells for less than 
So right away your taste dreams of $200. Often for less than half that much. 
this super-colossal stereo system. Which Which means you can have beautiful 
happens to come with a super-colossal music. With a price tag that will 
price tag. soothe your nerves. 
You can act right if you can do two. But right away your taste says, 
things. Restrain yourself awhile. And “Comeon, cheapskate! Howcan anything 
look for something better. Something that inexpensive satisfy me?” 
that can satisfy your taste. Without Now is the moment to do the only 
devastating your budget. thing you can do in the long run. Give Seepooeee) 
And when it comes to music, there _ in. Partly. = = 
is something better. Webcor. 
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All kinds of beautiful sounds. 
Allless than S200. 


Consolidated MerchandisingCompany,a division of U.S. Industries, Inc., Maspeth, New York. 


bottom and weeping bitterly. Pat was standing 
behind her with a determined look wielding a 
leather belt. 

Before | could say a word Pat said sharply 
that Sally had been inconsiderate that afternoon 
and was being punished, as was their agree- 
ment. Sally nodded tearfully and to my horror 
Pat administered another six smacks. When it 
was over Sally flung herself face downwards on 
her bed weeping uncontrollably and writhing 
about in a most unladylike manner. Pat ushered 
me out of the room, closing the door behind 
her. She explained that ever since she and Sally 
had taken a flat together they had taken a good 
look at themselves. Pat said that while she 
herself was lazy and inconsiderate Sally was 
often rude and apt to go too far with boys. They 
had decided to try and improve themselves by 


corporal punishment. After a short non- 
commital conversation | left, shocked and 
stunned. 


But what | did notice was how happy the 
girls were and how their natures were improv- 
ing. Pat now had a steady job in which she was 
happy and Sally resigned herself to goodnight 
kisses only. Observing these results | began to 
think of my own weaknesses and couldn't help 
wondering what a tanning would do for me. | 
thought of being smacked across my unpro- 
tected backside with a belt, a prospect | found 
to be absolutely terrifying. At last | finally agreed 


with myself to give it a try. Sally and Pat heartily 
congratulated me on my decision but pointed 
out that as we lived apart | would have to be 
trusted to be honest with them about my errors. 

A week after our meeting | had a violent row 
with my mother, and that night in bed my 
conscience was pricking me. Why shouldn't | 
be punished ? The following evening | called on 
the two girls and after a brief chit-chat | told 
them about the row and my rudeness. Sally said 
| deserved 18 strokes and Pat agreed. They told 
me to take off my skirt, slip and panties. 
Terrified, | obeyed. | bent across the chair and 
received the first good smack my bottom had 
ever felt. | screamed and leapt up clutching my 
tingling rear but Pat said that if | did this again 
1 would get two extra strokes for every time. 

| don’t know how | got through it, but | did 
and | felt proud. My bottom was covered with 
angry welts for days. Already.| feel a better girl 
for making that decision. Over the past year 
Sally was punished eight times, Pat six and 
myself four, but soon to be five I’m sure. My 
friends’ correction has helped me attain a much 
happier state of mind and to behave more 
maturely.—Miss M.N. (name and address with- 
held), Aldershot. Hampshire. 


| am convinced that masochism is inborn in 
some children. It only needs to be aroused and 
once that happens there is no going back, 


which 
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whether it’s at an early stage or late in life. In my 
childhood my parents were away at weekends 
and my brother, who was much older than me, 
operated a secret society for teenage boys and 
girls in our attic. | qualified for membership on 
my 13th birthday when | was taken with two 
other boys to the attic. There we were stripped 
naked before the other members and our arms 
were tied to a ceiling beam. Standing very self- 
conscious we had to repeat vows to the society, 
and were told that for the first year we would be 
slaves of the society and that punishment for 
disobedience would be a beating. | can 
remember feeling a surge of excitement at 
those words—even tied as | was, it had an effect 
on me. 

To complete our initiation we were told we 
would be “played with” by the girls, and if we 
performed as expected would become members 
—if we failed we would be beaten. The girls. 
wearing only pants and bras, got busy and in 
no time the other boys had complied. | couldn't, 
and | was ordered to receive 12 strokes with the 
strap. The beating was done by one of the girls 
and | can remember the pain of the first few 
strokes. Then | found | was beginning to enjoy 
it and before it had ended | had my first orgasm. 
After that | often did my work badly so that I 
could be beaten again. 

Those days unfortunately are now past, and 
through all the years of my manhood | have 
longed to be stripped and beaten by awoman.— 
1M. (name and address withheld), Belfast, 
Northern Ireland. 


Having worked among children and young 
people, | can always tell the boy or girl who gets 
the cane and those who do not. The contrast in 
manners and behavior is the same as chalk from 
cheese. | would suggest that if the psychiatrist 
be kicked out of the juvenile court and a cane 
put in his place there would be far less trouble 
in the streets. When one hears of a young 
delinquent who has been remanded for a so- 
called “psychiatrist's report” one really wonders 
what the world has come to. 

Turning to adults chastising one another, 
we're dealing here with an entirely different 
outlook altogether—a fetish. My own concerns 
wearing a rubber-lined mac, and | have even 
inflicted self-caning while so attired to satisfy 
this particular urge. | suspect there must be 
quite a number of men and women who have 
gone in for self-infliction. | doubt if anyone can 
give a satisfactory explanation.—B.J.W. (name 
and address withheld) Gosport, Hampshire. 


Some people seem to doubt that wives cane 
and strap their husbands at times, but why 
should they find this so hard to believe? After 
all. women are noted for lashing their husbands 
with their tongues, and physical lashing is only 
a practical manifestation of tongue lashing. 
Some women call caning a perversion but what 
could be more perverse in a woman than the 
constant nagging which destroys the harmony 
of the home and has a bad effect on the 
children? A short sharp caning can be kinder 
and it takes the edge off a wife’s verbal 

aggression. 
| had suggested to my wife on several 
occasions that she should use a cane to “get 
her own back” on me instead of nagging but 
CONTINUED ON PAGE17 
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she did not seem interested. She surprised me 
one day, however, by raising the matter herself, 
“Suppose | set you tasks around the house and 
cane you for failure to do them well?” she 
asked. | agreed. Three days later, as she was 
going out, she handed me a long list of jobs 
and told me they must be completed by the 
time she stated. It was inevitable, therefore, 
that | was later ordered to stretch naked across 
a narrow divan bed with each wrist and ankle 
secured separately. | found myself becoming 
nervous, especially when my wife gagged me 
with a silk stocking, remarking: “| don’t want 
the neighbors to hear you.” 

The caning and strapping she administered 
dispelled for ever the illusion | had held 
previously that my wife was reluctant to inflict 
physical pain. | realized she had found some- 
thing which, coupled with her practical nature 
and her intense dislike of housework, had 
removed her inhibition regarding caning. Give 
most women a practical reason for caning and 
| think many will comply.—R.M. (name and 
address withheld), London S.E.6. 


| hope the following remarks will put the matter 
of corporal punishment in some sort of 
perspective. | attended a school for boys and 
girls aged 11 to 18. The cane was not exces- 
sively used, yet discipline was of a high order— 
whether from fear of the cane, which was 
always on view in the form room, or from a 
desire to please the form masters | will never 
know. Canings in any form did not exceed 
three a term, and in the six years | attended the 
school there were only five whackings given in 
assembly. 

| safely navigated the first five forms without 
suffering the indignity of ‘a caning, but when | 
was 173 and in my last six months at school | 
came a cropper. We were having a maths 
examination and | was ata loss to obtain proof 
of a problem and fell to the temptation of 
looking into the textbook. | was immediately 
spotted and called to the front of the class. As 
| got to the master’s desk, he reached for the 
cane. | was told to bend over his desk with my 
backside facing my form-mates. | was truly 
shocked by what followed. My trousers were 
lowered, underpants removed and my shirt 
raised. This was the first time | had been caned 


in school, and | blushed at the indignity of | 


having my buttocks bared in front of 17- and 
18-year-old boys and girls. | was over six feet 
tall, but that didn’t spare me as the cane 
swished on my backside nine hefty swipes. 

lronically, | still had another whacking to 
come at this school. One of the senior girls and 
myself were discovered necking in the gym in 
my last week at school. Next day we were both 
called to the head's study. The upshot was that 
on my 18th birthday | was birched in assembly 
for this offence, receiving 12 strokes in front of 
the whole school. These were the only two 
whackings | received at school. 

At home there were three children—myself 
and two younger sisters. Here again canings 
were rare, but when necessary they were given 
‘on the bare buttocks bending over a chair, with 
the other members of the family as spectators. 
The most severe caning was given when | was 


the ALLLABEL Tape Club 


UNITED 
ARTISTS 


Now, by joining the CARTRIDGE TAPE 
CLUB OF AMERICA, you can save 3313 % 
on all the top hits, from every label. Buy 
jUst the tapes you want, when you want 
them, and receive a subscription to The 
Glass List—the magazine with the most 
complete list of tapes in existence, as well 
as tape reviews, features, and updated list- 
ings of the new tapes as they come out. 
Members will also receive reduced prices 
on home and auto tape players, and spe- 
cial members only sale opportunities. You 
will never be required to buy any tapes 
and nothing will ever be sent unless you 
request it. 
Previously membership was offered on a 
lifetime basis for $5. But now you can join 
ee er tr 
Retail_Members 
OB+track $6.98 
Please specify: Ci Cassette 6.98 


TOGETHER—D. Ross/Supremes & Temptations 


FOR ONLY 


We 


for a year for only $1. Then you decide to 
continue or not. We will not bother you 
with renewals. 

Even if you are a member of other clubs, 
it will pay you to join just to be able to save 
on top hits, top artists from all labels—as 
well as for receiving The Glass List. But you 
must act now. Send $1.00. When sending, 
save time by ordering some tapes from the 
sample list below. Circle the numbers of 
the tapes and add the amount members 
pay to your membership fee. One check 
brings you tapes, membership, and Glass 
List master catalog immediately. If coupon 
is missing write Dept. 119C 
Cartridge Tape Club of America, 
47th & Whipple, Chicago, III. 60632. 
sae 

Cartridge Tape Club of America Dept. 119C 
47th and Whipple, Chicago, III. 60632 
Here is my check for $________ covering the 
$1.00 trial membership fee plus the 


826 tapes | have ordered and circled. 

827__ 16 BIG HITS, Vol. 1i—Various Artists 

828 CREAM OF THE CROP—D. Ross/Supremes 

829 SOUL SPIN—Four Tops Name 

830__ DOIN’ HIS THING—David Ruffin 

831__THAT’S THE WAY LOVE IS—Marvin Gaye Address 

832__WINNERS CIRCLE, Vol. 4—Various Artists 

833 PUZZLE PEOPLE—The Temptations iy 

834 TIME OUT FOR—Smoky Robinson & The Miracles 

835 GREATEST HITS—Jr, Walker & The All Stars State Zip 


17 


19. On this occasion | had misappropriated 
some money entrusted to me by my father. 
When | confessed, he rose from the table and 
came back with an extra stout cane he reserved 
for special whackings. Pointing to the chair, he 
ordered me to bend over and | was given 24 
strokes on the bare backside in front of my 
sisters. 

Caning is supposed to be a punishment. and 
fron my experience, if it is laid on hard enough 
the receiver is wary of having another whacking 
too soon. On the few occasions | was caned, | 
never felt resentment, realizing | deserved it— 
nor did | crave another spanking.—W. Watson, 
Garden House Lane, Tingley, Nr. Wakefield, 
Yorkshire. 


Guilt and initiative 
May | add my oar to the great bottom-slapping 
schism—in the nicest possible way ? It seems to 
me that you have two sorts of correspondent 
preaching for or against bottom-smacking for 
entirely different reasons. First, you have parents 
‘or seniors who recommend a good smack on 
the bottom as a disciplinary measure. Whether 
mother or father administers the punishment. or 
whether panties are on or off, the object of the 
exercise is to give a painful but not damaging 
reminder of transgressions committed. This 
category would mete out the punishment to a 


boy or girl of almost any age who was still at 
home or in their parental care. Second, you 
have a group, both male and female, who 
advocate bottom-smacking not so much as a 
Punishment but as a kind of ritual between 
Partners. Here the erotic element is very much 
part of the exercise ; it is hard to imagine any of 
the girls who have written in wanting to be 
smacked by anyone else than their boy-friends, 
or vice-versa. In this case bottom-smacking is 
simply a way of releasing both sexual and 
emotional tension and probably ends in love- 
making—an easily come-by excuse for arousing 
passion in both partners. 

| think that the amount and self-justificatory 
nature of the correspondence in your columns 
on this relatively petty matter indicates the guilt 
felt by the British about sexual practices even 
fractionally “abnormal”. For your information, 
| am British myself—I come from a long line of 
West Country horse thieves. All this is very 
confusing for a bottom-pincher and breast- 
squeezer like me. 

And now, since I'm sure that you're even 
more bored than | am with bottoms, what about 
a different subject: Why Shouldn't a Girl Make 
the First Move? We hear a lot about equality 
between the sexes blah, blah. | don’t believe 
they will ever be equal or even should be, or 
why didn’t God make us all of the same sex 
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(like those hermaphroditic angeis in Paradise 
Lost). There is a current subversive move afoot 
to merge the sexes by providing them with the 
same hair styles and clothes. While this could 
be quite useful for getting hold of the gossip in 
the country club powder room, it can also be 
extremely embarrassing—like trying to undo a 
girl's flies and loosen her tie, which brings back 
dreadful guilt pangs from junior school 
days. 

| won't go into all the arguments about men 
having to fork out all the time, but | will point 
out that men cannot receive until they ask and 
girls cannot give (or receive, if you want to look 
at it that way) until they are asked, It seems that 
a great deal of time, trouble, embarrassment and 
disappointment, not to mention money, could 
be saved if only girls would proposition men. 

It seems to me ridiculous that men and 
women should have to resort to the absurd and 
dishonest practice called wooing. Do not both 
parties to this elaborate game know what the 
object of the exercise is ? Well, let them discuss 
it like the civilized human beings they are 
supposed to be. Confucius, he say, Sex is here 
to stay, folks, so we might as well get used to it. 

| would like to read the views held by the 
enlightened girls who read Penthouse. | am 
sure they will appreciate that | have not the 
slightest objection if they ring up and proposi- 
tion me; itwill not offend mymale pride, norwill 
| consider them “tramps”. | am equally sure that 
these same girls will not object if | turn them 
down. And several free drinks to the first one of 
them who can give rational, unemotional 
reasons why girls shouldn't make the first move, 
—T. D. B. Lee, Medfield Street, London S.W.15. 


Dressing for kicks 
A. C. Goddard's letter (November) about the 
stimulation caused by the sight of the female in 
shiny PVC coats and boots gives rise to an 
interesting question. Do women dress like this 
(a) because they are aware of the effect on 
men, (b) because they themselves receive a 
sexual stimulus, or (c) to keep dry in the rain ? 
Leather clothing on women has a similar but 
lesser “releasing” effect. According to Gillian 
Freeman in her book 7he Undergrowth of 
Literature, a liking for rubber clothing is often 
accompanied by a desire to be bound hand and 
foot. Apparently the man is satisfied in such 
cases simply to truss up his rubber-sheathed 
partner, while she in turn desires nothing more 
than to submit to this treatment.—K.T. (name 
and address withheld), Oxford. 


Sex v. soccer 
| think | must be very lucky as regards sex, as | 
find myself in the unique position of being able 
to “take it or leave it’. Judging by the letters in 
Penthouse Forum, most of your readers’ minds 
seem to revolve around nothing else but panties, 
thighs, breasts, buttocks, etc. Although I’m 22 
| have experienced sex only four times and I'll 
admit it’s very enjoyable, but no more so than a 
good football match. After all, sex is really an 
outlet for excess energy and emotion. 

|! had a powerful motorbike and got just as 
much excitement and satisfaction from burning 


up the road at 100-120 m.p.h. as | do from 
intercourse. 

Young people today are more degenerate 
than the old Romans were, and are surely in for 
an even bigger downfall. It makes me sick to 
see males everywhere grovelling and foaming 
at the mouth over the sight of a young girl in a 
miniskirt—Mick (name and address withheld), 
Forest Fields, Nottingham. 


Briefs encounter 

.K.. O.K., | give in! Though all the women / 
know seem to favor three layers of pubic 
protection—a pair of pants under their tights 
and another on top—! am prepared to concede 
that the modern miss, or missus, may sometimes 
perambulate minus her drawers. 

Walking along one of the quieter streets of a 
small country town earlier today my attention 
was suddenly attracted to a minor drama some 
50 yards ahead. In the open doorway of a car 
a young mini-skirted woman was tending to 
the needs of a small child who was being 
violently sick in the gutter. She was so pre- 
occupied by the child's condition she was 
oblivious of her own, for her tight skirt was up 
about her hips as she squatted beside the child 
with her knees spread wide. The exposure was 
so enchanting that despite my natural sympathy 
for the child | could not help enjoying the 
situation. | slowed my pace from an habitual 
gallop to savor this unsolicited view of stocking- 
tops and thighs and what appeared to be the 
crotch-piece of a pair of black lacy briefs. 

Then as | drew near this delightful “happen- 
ing” | realized my error: the dark V between the 
woman's thighs was nothing to do with pants 
at all—it was a neat little coppice of pubic hair. 
As | took the last 20 yards with a tense, penis- 
twitching crawl | found myself favored with an 
almost unstinted view of the most appetizing 
sexual morsel | have seen in a long time. One 
final thing | noticed, She was wiping the child 
down with a wisp of flimsy material only too 
obviously a pair of pink nylon pants—A.W, 
(name and address withheld). Ferndown, 
Dorset. 


Of human bondage 
A few years ago | was courting a girl who, when 
we were alone, used to undress and get me to 
tie her up in all sorts of ways. | have always felt 
rather guilty about this. 

A few days after Christmas | was invited to a 
friend's home for an evening meal and some 
drinks. My friend answered the door and when 
| got inside the sitting room | found it was dimly 
lit with the television on. There | saw the most 
unusual sight that | think I've ever seen. His 
young wife was seated on the floor clad in a 
tight leather one-piece suit. Both legs were tied 
firmly together with leather thongs sewn into 
the seam. The sleeves of the suit were closed at 
the fingertip ends and her arms were crossed 
across her chest and firmly tied in place. Her 
head was enclosed completely in a leather 
helmet, firmly laced down the back and so tight 
that it showed every contour of her face. There 
were holes for her eyes and under her nose but 
the hole for the mouth was stuffed tight with a 
leather gag—J.G.0. (name and address with- 
held), Caterham, Surrey. Oy 
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South of the border 


A New York friend of ours, lately 
liberated from the silken bonds of 
matrimony, gives us the following 
account of how he navigated a 
Mexican divorce without ever 
meeting the Mexican lawyer. He 
brought the matter to our attention 
in his anxiety that the documents 
of release acquired in so bizarre a 
manner might not, after all, be 
legal back home: 

“It began in the office of my 
regular lawyer, as against the two 
highly irregular lawyers | sub- 
sequently got mixed up wit 
were signing all the papers gi 
her the money, the apartment, the 
paintings, the issue and what was 
left of the imprinted stationery. 
With a pat on the shoulder | was 
told, “Call Murray Moscowon 51st 
Street—he'll make the arrange- 
ments with Gonzales”. 

“Who's Murray Moscow?” 

“A lawyer—a specialist.” An- 
other pat on the shoulder. “He 
knows all about it.” | called him 
next day and he suggested | went 
along that afternoon at two 
o'clock, adding “Bring some 
blank checks, okay?” And so, 
from two o'clock onwards, the 
entire matter was handled on 
smiling trust. Everybody | dealt 
with kept smiling and | just had 
to keep trusting they knew what 
they were doing. 

“Murray, Moscow took my 
money, made my plane reserva- 


tions to and from El Paso, made | 


my hotel reservation, handed me a 
mimeographed sheet of instruc- 
tions and had me out of his office 
in 30 minutes. To this day | don’t 
remember what he looks like. The 
instruction sheet sent me to the 
Mexican Consulate for a tourist 
card, but when they asked me for 
what purpose | was going to 
Mexico | didn’t know what to 
answer. They smiled and said 
“turisto”, and the girl filling out 
the forms winked at me. When | 
checked in at the airline terminal 


the girl looked at my ticket, then 
at me, and said: “Oh, El Paso. Do 
you have any luggage?” But her 
smile told me she knew better— 
| was an obvious over-nighter. 
Apparently no one goes to El Paso 
with more than a toothbrush. 

“My instruction sheet (mimeo- 
graphed) said that in El Paso | was 
to proceed directly to the hotel 
and spend the evening there, and 
then in the morning between 9 
and 9.30 | would be met by 


Gonzales. He would take me 
across the border to “have my 
matter attended to” and then 


back to El Paso in time to make the 
afternoon flight to New York. My 
cab driver from the airport had 
come down to El Paso-Juarez 
from the Bronx some three years 
previously to get his own divorce 
and had decided to stay. He said 
he liked the freedom of the area: 
you were free to pimp, to whore, to 
run drugs—all the basic freedoms 
that other countries were suppress- 
ing. 

“Next morning breakfast was 
eaten at 6.30 so as not to miss the 
coming of Gonzales. At 9.15 a 
woman with an accent telephones 
‘to tell me to be in the lobby 
between 10 and 10,15. | was 
reading a CIA novel at the time, 
which impelled me to inquire how 


| would be found. | would be 
paged, she said. 
"The front desk had a 


loudspeaker system and announce- 
ments summoned us in groups of 
twos and threes to be handed 
over to, not lawyers, but drivers. | 
was one of the last to be called 
and my driver seemed to be the 
youngest. Gonzales? No, he 
smiled, and led me to a station 
wagon, Thus over the border to 
Juarez. 

“The law office is on the second 


floor over what might be a bookie | 


joint. It is a bull pen with at least 
a dozen pretty young girls at a 
dozen typewriters preparing docu- 
ments in wholesale fashion. There 
was a waiting alcove where our 


little group hung out, and then at 
11,05 a Dragon Lady of no mean 
proportions called my name and 
led me into a back room. At last, 
I said to myself, | meet Gonzales. 
Wrong again. She sat me down at 
a desk, going briskly through the 
papers relating to my “Matter”, 
and translating the words from 
Spanish into indistinguishable 
English. At the end she smiled, but 
| felt that it lacked conviction. 

“Back to the bullpen, and then 
at 12.15 we were taken over to 
City Hall. | know it was City Hall 
because | asked someone who all 
the pictures on the wall were of, 
and he said the Mayors of Juarez. 
| signed a book in several places— 
I know I'm mistaken but I'd swear 
two of the signatures above mine 
‘onthe page were Pancho Villa and 
Mickey Mouse—and then we 
went into a small room where a 
youngish man was sitting behind 
a desk smoking and chatting to 
a friend. Dragon Lady led us one 
by one to this desk, where we 
signed another paper to which the 
smoking youngish man. affixed 
his signature without missing a 
beat in his animated conversation 
with his buddy. Ten minutes later 
we were through. 

“{ asked Dragon Lady just who 


he had been. “Oh,” she said, 
with her smile intact, “that was 
‘the judge. Goodbye.” After being 


rather forcibly searched at the 
border for narcotics, | was back at 
the airport in time for the 2 
o'clock plane to New York. | 
never did meet Gonzales."” 

Our friend's papers arrived on 
schedule some ten days after his 
return from Mexico, and we were 
able to assure him that the smilers 
had all known what they were 
doing. Everything was legal. But 
we couldn't throw any light on 
Gonzales... 


Two's company 


“Partner 


partner in bath house; good 


wanted—Lady wants | 


proposition."—Ad in St Louis 
Post-Dispatch. 


You've got us interested already. 


The end is nigh Ua yin 


Always glad to enlarge our 
vocabulary, we feceived with 
gratitude from a South African 
well-wisher the information that 
the Afrikaans slang for copulation 
is nasi, pronounced like nigh, 
On this slender basis the following 
edifice of redefinitions is erected: 
Nigh on going home time getting 
across secretary at 5 o'clock. 


| Nairobi a nealigee. 


Nigel prophylactic cream. 
Nightie four o'clock session. 


| Nicety casting couch. 


Nicene creed | believe in stag 
movies. 

Nitric position 315. 

Nitric acid aphrodisiac. 

Niagara field work. 

Naive first of the first. 

Annihilate missed her period, 

An eye for an eye wife swopping. 
An eyelash flogged first. 

An eyeopener “Haven't we met 
before?” 

An eyesore a pox on you. 

An eye-witness voyeur. 

An ideal strip poker. 

Denied cut off in one’s prime. 
Menai Straits strictly AC fellas. 
Undeniable French knickers. 
Fraternize Oh brother, 

Patronize Father dear Father. 
Solemnize marital rights. 

Lionize "Of course I'l! marry you’. 
Mechanize palais quickie. 
Synchronize mutual climax, 
Communize gang-bang. 
Easternize Good Friday. 


Scientoppycock 


‘A ich source for some scholar's 
research would be the relative 
influence abroad of two kinds of 
American invention — industrial 
and feligious. American gadgetry 
and production processes have of 
course made an immense impact 
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‘on the lives of other nations, but 
what about the farflung fertility of 
home-grown U.S. faiths like 
Christian Science, Jehovah's Wit- 
nesses, Moral Rearmament? The 
latest of these would dispute 
teligious status, but Scientology 
does appear to have more in 
common with faith than science. 

Now established with an im- 
posing headquarters in Britain, 
Scientology has been stirring up 
‘both the citizenry and the authori- 
ties in that country in an atmos- 
phere of charge and counter- 
charge. The Scientologists may be 
weird or wonderful, sane or 
sinister—we're not sure. But we're 
not exactly reassured by a handout 
sent to our London office by their 
“public relations bureau”, con- 
sisting of a rambling article by 
David Gaiman entitled “Scientolo- 
gists have Rights too!” This 
semi-literate effusion manages to 
crowd in more errors of syntax, 
spelling, and fact than we would 
have thought possible on two 
sheets of paper. 

Among other curiosities, there 
are two non-existent words 
(“tiotists”, “precipitably”), a non- 
existent species (‘a Home Office 
barrister’), a quotation from a 
supposed authority who is given 
both a wrong name and a wrong 
description (he’s Ronald Laing, 
not ‘David Laing”, and he’s more 


ag) 
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of a maverick than a “doyen” of 
psychiatry), and an airy reference 
to the Nuremberg Code, misspelled 
“Nuremburg™. Small slips in them- 
selves, but hardly suggestive of 
familiarity with the subjects in- 
voked, and symptomatic of the 
loose and muddled thinking with 
which Scientologist propaganda is. 
so generally reproached. 

A prime example of the method 
is contained in the following 
passage (which we annotate in 
italics) : 

“Government pours huge sums 
into psychiatric hands, so do drug 


companies and also Charity 
donations. (Do they? Which 
“Government”, and what are 


“psychiatric hands“ ?) The flow of 
money is astronomic. The growth 
of Scientology must have worried 
the psychiatric trade. According to 


| U.S. Government survey figures 


(note sudden switch to America 
in a statement about Britain) they 
only catch 16% of the market in 
conjunction with psychologists. 
(Who's “they? What market?) 
This is less than the General 
Practitioner who has 28% of the 
business and the churches 47% of 
all the people who seek help. Be 
generous and split that 16% in 
favour of the psychiatrist and it 
does not work out to a glowing 
picture-of growth.” 

No doubt Mr Gaiman meant 
something when he wrote that 
piece of non-think, but what he 
has put on paper has no readily 
discoverable meaning. It seems to 
be just some sort of smear on 
Psychiatrists, buttressed by sus- 
pect figures from the wrong 
country. 

Scientologists have Rights, too? 
Sure, and a responsibility to try 
and talk sense. 


Under the affluence 

A much neglected literary form 
especially in its manifestation 
among imbibers, is the spoonerism. 
We call to mind such favourites as. 
nist as a pewt. jober as 2 sludge, 
and under the affluence of alcohol. 
Overheard lately, and demonstrat- 
ing that the spoonerism still has 
plenty of potential to which we 
invite contributions, was this 
advanced specimen: “My God, 
Mary, that kicktail had a cock like 
a mule!” 


Teamwork 


“Audience tried to spoil play but 

St Chad's Players succeeded.”"— 

headline in Sunderland Echo. 
Give ‘em enough rope. 


Science stumbles on 


The idea that scientists are 
objective fellows, reaching dis- 
Passionate conclusions _ after 


careful weighing of the evidence, 
is one of the more entertaining 
delusions of the 20th century, 
They are, of course, just as 


credulous and herd-like as the | 


rest of us, with the additional 
propensity for religious-type fa- 


natical devotion to whatever 
nostrum they're currently em- 
bracing. 


According to Professor H: J. 
Eysenck, leading British psy- 
chologist, evidence for occult 
occurrences is generally ignored 
by scientists, since it conflicts 
with current scientific precon- 
ceptions. Similarly no more 
sophisticated theory of animal 
origins than “natural selection’ 
has been contemplated in 
scientific circles since Darwin, 
even though the conventional 
theory of evolution poses as many 
problems as it answers. 

These reflections are prompted 
by the explorations of Professor 
Noam Chomsky, whose studies of 
linguistics at the Massachusetts 
Institute of Technology are 
revealing the unaccountable and 
unique complexity of the human 
mind. His researches, which are 
rocking psychologists, lead him to 
question whether any physical 
processes yet known can explain 
the brain’s mastery of language, or 
whether Darwinian ideas can 
account for the development of 
this unique faculty. 

The real puzzle is how children 
ever learn to speak at all, since all 
languages are so full of contradic- 
tions and confusions that no 
computer can be devised to even, 
‘begin to translate from one to 
another. Yet children pick up any 
language from Russian to Japan- 
ese with equal facility. What's 
more, at the baby-talk stage, 
Chomsky has found that they 
appear to construct sentences 
according to an innate universal 
pattern or grammar. 

By contrast, experiments with 
the most intelligent of other 
species—chimpanzees, dolphins 
etc—show no capacity for any 
communication other than ele- 
mentary signals. 

The idea that these extra- 
ordinary and unfathomable human 
abilities just emerged by chance 
breeding over the centuries, with 
occasional unexplained jumps 
(“mutations”) caused by the odd 
cosmic ray, is too absurd to 
survive intact. much — longer. 


Scientists are going to have to take 
a deep breath and prepare them- 
selves for a big shift in their idle 
thinking. 


Erotic orient 


"Mrs Davis was in excellent voice 
and sang ‘Oriental Nights’ approxi- 
mately gowned in a dazzling 


oriental costume.“'—Victoria 
Times. 


A topless treble? 
t 


S. Claus, Unfrocked - - - 


An Interview with the Ex-Saint 
Nicholas. (We are indebted to the 
William Morris: Talent Agency, 
which handles Mr Kringle for TV, 
motion pictures etc., for arranging 
this meeting. His personal agent, 
Mr Bausoff Hollye, accompanied 
the reporter to Gnome, not far 
from Alaska, where the interview 
took place at Mr K’s residence.) 

First, there is no Mrs Kringle. 
She has been written about by a 
lot of so-called writers who now 
turn out to be liars, mopes, finks, 
and panders. Not one of these 
chintzy bastards has ever had the 
common decency to come see 
for herself. Children’s books are 
written by a bunch of wet-eyed 
virgin spinsters who get all their 
ideas about how life is lived from 
raggedy old copies of the Readers’ 
Digest. They're the bleak sons of 
bitches who. write about “the 
happy clatter of little feet” and 
shit like that. They always have 
three names, like Mary Woodfolk 
Kottenpicker, and they all stink. 

Kringle does have a bevy of 
bouncy beauties around the place 
but he claims they are all ear- 
marked as gifts. One olive-skinned 
number with hayride eyes, for 
example, had nothing on but a big 
red ribbon bow and she, according 
10 K, was already set aside “for 
some good little Puerto Rican 
boy,” but the others seemed to be 
just sitting around working. Work- 
ing about as hard as a harem. 

The Boss himself looks like a 
young 250. His hair is white, he 
wears loud colors, and he is black. 

H.M.: Just how long have you 
been in this business, sir? 

K: Well, I’ve been working for a 
coon’s age. Our family came from 
the old country, you know. 
Nigeria. My  great-grandpappy 
started the business. Back on the 
plantation he used to make dolls 
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out of cotton, He made little 
clothes out of cotton. He made 
flapjacks and coffee out of cotton. 
He got out of Mississippi on the 
underground railway and he didn’t 
get off till he saw a glacier. 

H.M. : Didn't the original idea of 
a man in your job come out of 
Germany ? 

K: Hell it did. Them Charlies 
came up with the tree, but even 
that went way back to pagan days. 
If you look it up you'll find that 
Christmas is based on some good 
old orgies. Those Greek and 
Roman cats swung something 
grievous. There was none of this 
lying around all gunked out on pot 
and not having enough energy to 
ball. Those days they had the good 
oldtime religion, friend. Boys and 
girls together in a Togetherness 
you just wouldn't believe. They 
did their thing in twos, threes, 
Little Leagues, Boff Parties, Ger- 
minal Excesses, Animal Acts and 
more cool varieties than Howard 
Johnson. They didn’t need no 
magazine to tell “em it was all 
tight. They knew it, It came with 
the territory. 


H.M.: Well, is there any sex left _ 
| in Christmas? 


K: Tell it on the mountain, baby. 
But it’s now on what you would 
call a supply-and-demand basis. 
She demands whatever he can be 
‘made to supply. It's a barter 
system. You see, a fellow can’t 
very well say to a girl, “Here's 25 
dollars. Where's the bed?” What 
happens is he buys her a 25-dollar 
bottle of perfume and tells her it's 
from me. Then he shoves her into 
the hay. This way she’s no V-Girl, 
see what | mean? 

HLM. And the girls...? 

K: Right. It's the other way 
round. They use a code, you know. 

H.M.: A code? 

K: Sure. Suppose she gives him 
a two-dollar necktie. This means 
she understands it's Christmas, 
but if he happens to drop dead 
and she doesn’t happen to hear 
about it, it's okay with her. If, on 
the other hand, she makes some- 
thing for him with her own dear 
hands, it means that he’s in big 
trouble. It’s still the barter system 
and what it means is she now 
wants to exchange It for a cottage 
in Larchmont. 

There's more to the code, of 
course. Say she gives him a 
subscription to Penthouse. It, 
means: “| know you're just a great 
big boy with a normal sex drive 
and | want you to see that | 
Understand and | want to be your 
Mother.” If it's a sub to the 
Sewanee Review, though, it 


means, “| heard this mentioned at 
a cocktail party by some smart-ass 
and | know you think you're an 
intellectual so I’m sending this 
because | think you're built like a 
super-hardened silo.” 

H.M.: If you don’t mind my 
saying so, you make the whole 
Christmas bit sound fairly crass, 

K: I'm only in the Gift Depart- 
ment. All | know about is sex and 
merchandise. Buying and selling. 

H.M.: What about the kids ? 

K: They're bought by the 
parents. Pappa and Momma think 
they're buying love. They'll go 
into debt to load the little stinker 
with junk. It’s great for business 
‘so don’t print what I’m telling you, 
but all it buys is disrespect. You 
say | said it and I'll come down 
your chimney with a live grenade. 

H.M.: Around the holiday sea- 
son | notice that you often have 
your picture in the magazines 
giving some housefrau a refrigera- 
tor or a stove. It strikes me as odd. 

K: Yeah, | know what you mean. 
You see, there's always a worn-out 
refrigerator to be replaced. The guy 
knows he has to do it sooner or 
later. So what he does, he tells his 
wife he’s got a big surprise for her 
and it turns out to be a nice 
present for the house, meaning 
it's for him and the kids and the 
dog too. This way, the dirty bum 
does what he fas to do and gets 
off buying anything for the little 
woman . . . whom he probably 
despises anyway. Then on New 
Years he gets drunk, gives her a 
half-hearted bang and thinks he's 
even. 

H.M.: One final question, How 
did you lose your sainthood? 


K: Whatdya expect from 
Whitey? 
H.M.; Well, permit me, on 


behalf of my publication, to thank 
you for the first exclusive interview 
you've ever given. 

K: Up yours—Henry Morgan 


WORDS 


Brave new world 


Control of life is the theme of two 
‘books in which two topflight 
science writers independently 
corroborate each other. To Albert 
Rosenfeld the situation is 
nothing less than The Second 
Genesis, subtitled The Coming 
Control of Life (Prentice-Hall). 
Fred Warshofsky’s title is un- 


| qualified: The Control of Life. 


(The fact that his is the second 
volume in a series called “The 21st 
Century” does give him a hedge 
‘on the timing.) 

People have been fooling around 
with the reproductive process for 
a long time, usually seeking to 
prevent or promote conception, 
but sometimes also seeking 
genetic control, as in folk efforts 
at sex determination such as 
reported by Ashley Montagu in 
Sex. Man, and Society (Putnam). 
In the Italian Tyrol, for example, a 
man who wanted a boy wore 
boots when he mounted his wife. 
(If he wanted a girl ?) 

So far the only effort at life 
control to have any social effect 
has been contraception, But it is 
nothing compared with what 
Messrs Rosenfeld and Warshofsky 
are talking about. After all, man— 
if he is indeed a creature of choice 
—has long had the choice of 
preventing conception—by steri- 
lization or (horrors) by continence, 
But has he seriously considered 
such choices as the following? 
(Let us suppose we are listing 
them in a mail-order catalog) : 
Ladies! 

1. You can have your baby without 
pregnancy or childbirth. 

2. Don't like sex? You can have a | 
baby without it. 

3. Can't find a man good enough? 
You can have your baby with any 
member of our Celebrity Sperm | 
Service as the father, even one 
deceased since the service began. 
4. Hate all men? You can have a | 
baby of your very own, All her 
genes will be yours and only 
yours. 

Couples! 

5. Don't want to produce any 
more of the likes of you? Have 
the baby of a great mother and 
a great father. 


Hairdressers | 
6. We can make as many exact 
genetic copies of yourself or your 
lovely friend as you want without 
any nasty women involved. 


Mr. World President! 

7. We are prepared to create 
humanoid creatures to any genetic 
Specification, old or new. 

Taken by number, our catalog 
items refer to techniques now in 
various stages of development, 
some of which can be combined. 
Thus: 

1. Test-tube babies grown from 
eggs fertilized in the usual way are 
familiar in fiction and speculation, 
No one has dared grow one to 
viability (“birth”) yet, but a 
‘number have been observed for 
various periods. When Dr Daniele 


Petrucci reported that he had 
grown human embryos in vitro for 
up to three months and then 
“terminated the experiment” there 
was a cry of “Murder!” in his 
native Italy. Dr Petrucci, a 
Catholic, has taken up other lines 
of research. h 

2. Artificial insemination is al- 
ready commonplace. However... 

3... . only American business 
know-how is necessary to set up a 
plan for any woman to have the 
child of a famous man. Use of 
frozen sperm up to ten years old is 
routine in cattle breeding, 

4. Parthenogenesis (virgin 
birth) occurs widely in lower 
animals and has been induced in 
tabbits. There is some significant 
evidence that it may have 
‘occurred in women without being 
recognized. It involves the 
doubling of the chromosomes of 
the mother's reproductive cell 
rather than half being supplied by 
a father. It would appear to be 
possible to stimulate it—if anybody 
wanted to pay for the research. 

5. Nobel laureate Hermann J. 
Muller frequently proposed a kind 
of supermarket for embryos: pro- 
vided by famous donors, where 
ordinary couples could shop for a 


baby. The embryo would be — 


implanted in the bearing mother. 
He recognized the danger of fads 
and proposed that embryos be 
held until the donors were dead. 
Think of the results of a run on the 
bank for the seed of some acid- 
head singer and a droopy groupie.” 


6. Converting a body cell into.an 
egg cell by removing the masking 
of its code that makes it specialize 
is the aim of experiments that have 
had considerable success. This 
would permit the growth of new 
individuals by tissue culture, from 
“cuttings” as it were. 

7. Creating of persons to order: 
this is it! This is what we have 
been worrying and speculating 
about since we all became aware 
in the early ‘60s of DNA and its 
code of life. If heredity can be 
decoded—and it is being done— 
why can't it be encoded? Why 
can't We write up a set of genetic 
specifications for whatever kind 
‘of person we want? It looks from 
here like a technical rather than a 
theoretical problem. A’ hell of a 
technical problem to be Sure, But 
so was the problem of a man on 
the moon when Neil Armstrong 
was born, 

Let's say we buy the biologists’ 
* A gfoupie is a girl rock fan so avid that 
she offers her body to her heroes and 


collects such mementoss as—in one case 
—plaster casts of their genitals. 
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| other 


catalog of what we can do to and 
for ourselves. What | have cited is 
just a small part of what Messrs 
Rosenfeld and Warshofsky have 
to offer. Aside from reproduction 
meddling, there are sections on 
how to manipulate those of us who 
are already here: such things as 
artificial and transplanted organs 
(daily headlines); contro! of the 
mind (1 don’t want to think about 
it); the effect of crowding (I live 
in a penthouse so | don't notice it). 
Given the catalog, it doesn’t take 
much insight to recognize that 
even a little of this sort of thing— 
we don’t have to wait for the 
21st century—is going to affect 
what goes on in a penthouse, and 
| am told the game is the same in 
the basement. 

Mr. Rosenfeld, who ends his 
book on a serious note of informed, 
and perhaps frightened, optimism, 
toys about a bit in the middle with 
what happens to sex when the 
old roles are shook up. He sees a 
“drastic reversal in the role of both 
sexes” and he thinks it “would 
give neither sex much to rejoice at.” 
He recites the old roles of man 
and woman and warns men: 

“Women have __ increasingly: 
emancipated themselves from this 
mystique, They hear and read a 
great deal about their orgasms, 
what monumental experiences 
they can and should be, their 
inalienable right to have sexual 
pleasure in quantity and with 
frequency—yea, even into the 
seventies and eighties. We now 
know that the sexual needs of 
women are at least as great as 
those of men, and that the female 
climax is more intense and longer- 
lasting. 

“The male sexual capacity . . .. 
seems to be essentially more limited 
than the female's, and his need 
more easily satisfied. It will be 
satisfied even more easily if the 
female goes on the prowl... Soon 
he may find himself fleeing as 
opportunities surpass his ability 
to deal with them.” 


Mr Rosenfeld quotes support | 


from psychoanalyst Milton R. 
Sapirstein: “The average healthy 
female—even in our own culture, 
where she is still relatively re- 
pressed—is capable of much more 
sexual activity than she can 
possibly experience with any one 
man.” 

Mr Rosenfeld pursues the theme 
of women pursuing men. until 
they have worn out the supply, as 
it were, and are casting about for 
possibilities. The last 
possibility cited is the one that 
struck me: “Would some of the 
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ingenious artificial devices for 
current sex research go on the 
market... ? These devices are so 
skilfully contrived that a woman 
who got addicted to them might 
prefer them to men. If that 
happened, perhaps the men—no 
longer pursued—would become 
the pursuers again.” A footnote 
quotes a “ 
these “devices”: “It can be 
adjusted for physical variations in 
size, weight, and vaginal develop- 
ment. The rate and depth of penile 
thrust is initiated and controlled 
completely by the responding 
individual, As tension elevates, 


rapidity and depth of thrust are 
increased voluntarily, paralleling 
subject demand.” 
Do you suppose we can collect 
unemployment insurance ? 
—Norman Hoss 


IBM goes hip 


One of America’s biggest capita- 
list. giants, the International 
Business Machines Corporation, 
would seem to be an unlikely 
godfather for the underground 
press but that is oddly the position 
in which IBM increasingly finds 
itself. It began with the firm’s 
development of a specialist type- 


writer able to compose a column | 


of “justified” type (/e with equal 
lines as in this column). Suddenly 
the crewcut striped-tie IBM sales- 
men and servicemen found them- 
Selves increasingly confronted 
with situations that training school 
hadn't prepared them for. Where 
do you sit in an office that's 
somebody's bedroom when com- 
pany regulations don't allow 
sitting on beds? And if accepting 
an alcoholic drink is forbidden 
what's the ruling on pot? 

Once, IBM mechanics were 
called to service machines rented 
by Boston's Avatar and installed 


in its basement offices below a | 


The company 
possible mal- 


Cinematheque. 
manual lists all 


functions of their machines, from | 


simple power failures to excess 
humidity, but this time the 
mechanics were stumped. There 
was no precedent for machines 
clogged with blood. The previous 
night a German artiste had con- 
ducted a “Meat Happening” in the 
theatre above and the blood had 


researcher” on one of | 


seeped through to coagulate in the 
innards of the Avatar composing 
machines. 

Renting IBM's Composer is not 
enough in itself to explain the 
hippie business boom, but little 
papers tend to graduate to IBM's 
more sophisticated computer set- 
Up. This costs $700 per month and 
requires the operator to punch out 
the copy on tape via a specially 
wired typewriter. The tape is then 
fed through a computer unit which 
automatically does the retyping 
and justifying of lines, thus saving 
hours of’ manual work, After five 
years of growth, dozens of under- 
ground papers have progressed 
to this stage and are paying their 
rental bills by undertaking jobbing 
typesetting for menus, brochures, 
newsletters, poetry books, sex 
novels etc. Hippie typesetters are 
able to work long hours for low 
pay, almost no overhead and 
without union hassles. And thus is 
IBM creating a generation of 
hippie capitalists. 

What next? Well, possibly a 
portable Composér—as easy to 
carry around as an ordinary port- 


able typewriter—combined witha | 


briefcase-sized dry photo-copying 
machine. With these two tools plus 
paper and collage material the 
‘peripatetic editor will be able to 
produce an instant newspaper 
from any hotel room in the world. 


Moonshine ? 


1s America’s adventuring in space 
an epic step forward in man's 
history or is it the most monu- 
mental commercial hype that Big 
Business has so far managed to 
perpetrate ? Depends on what kind 
of newspapers you read. The New 
York Times and the all-pervasive 
television networks covered the 
moon landing as an evolutionary 
advance as significant as primeval 
man’s descent from the trees. 
But to the underground press the 
billions of dollars spent on inter- 
planetary research is a gigantic 
payoff to the Pentagon and its 
commercial allies—the so-called 
military-industrial complex, al- 
leged to be the real rulers of 
America. 

Aside from the sinister implica- 
tions of one nation “colonizing” 
the moon or any other planet, with 
a subsequent. prospect of domi- 
nating the earth, questions being 
asked include: How many. tax- 
payers were allowed to vote on 
whether space exploration should 
have a priority over, say, the 
alleviation of sickness and 
poverty? . . . Which of the so- 


called “‘patriotic’” space companies 
did their work at cost? ... What 
benefits does this exploration 
bring to anybody except the 
‘private contractors on the present 
gravy train and those who will 
commercially exploit the “‘re- 
sources” of the planets to be 
visited? 

Typical of the radical analyses 
by what many people are calling 
“the alternative press” is that of 
Washington's Andrew Kopkind 
writing in his own paper, Hard 
Times, Dismissing the moonshot 
as “the ultimate media event” 
Kopkind adds: “Why the wizards 
of ooze want us all to be pro- 
grammed,medicated, packaged and 
simulated should not be hard to. 
imagine . . . it allows them to 
spend scores of billions |to swell] 
the profits of the biggest military/ 
space corporations _ without 
changing the system of distribu- 
tion of those profits one whit.” 


Publish your underwear . ... 
Since the runaway success of his 
new geological novel, The /n- 
credible Thrilling Adventures of 
the Rock (Random House, 12,000 
copiessold) Michael O’Donog- 
hue has had time to contemplate 
several exciting future projects. 
Priorities, of course, are two more 
"rock books: “The Power, The 
Passion & The Rock” (“a very 
sad story—a life ruined by a 
BB gun’, he says cryptically) and 
“The Rock's Birthday Party” in 
which our mineral hero dreams for 
an aeon of two about its forth- 
coming one hundred-millionth 
birthday. 

O'Donoghue (who previously 
authored Phoebe Zeit-Geist) is 
nothing if nota renaissance man, 
and charting the rock saga is 
but one aspect of his multi- 
faceted career. Animal books (‘for 
spaniels: bark, bark, bark growl’), 
newspaper panties (“something to 
‘pull down and read while on the 
john”) and movie theaters that 
simulate an airplane ride for six 
hours (“Andy Warhol loves that 
one”) are alféady on the drawing 
board, 

“My long-range project,” says 
O'Donoghue, “as everybody must 
know by now, is called ‘Publish 
Your Underwear’ and I'd like 
anybody—writers, painters, legal 
aides—anyone with particularly 
interesting and moderately clean 
underwear to send it to me for 
publication as often as possible.” 
Michael's address is 148 Spring 
Street, New York zipper code 
10012. 
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Movement memos 


Anti-Establishment protestors in 
New York and other cities have 
found a new target: bank win- 
dows, scores of which are showing 
smears from what appear to be 
carelessly tossed eggs or vege- 
tables . . . Imaginative “weapons” 
that can be used against demon- 
Strators are occasionally unveiled 
with a flourish—and never heard 
from again. Maybe this has 
something to do with the fact that 
one such nonlethal — chemical 
known as “banana peel” suddenly. 
filled police chiefs with the vision 
of how effective it could be when 
used against their own men 
In Washington, D.C., there's a new 
drama group called The Illegitimate 
Theater . . . Underground news- 
papers are expecting an influx of 
cigarette advertising money next 
year when all those smoking 
commercials start disappearing 
from television screens. Asked if 
he would corrupt his paper's 
purity with such tainted money 
one editor replied: “Are you 
kidding ?’—John Wilcock 


Good-neighborly nutriment with 
or without rumbas . . . The 
Chateau Madrid, in the Hotel 
Lexington, East 48th Street and 
Lexington Avenue, wraps up the 
romantic traditions of Spain in one 
hell of a pretty package. Afire’ 
with pachanga and passion, this 
spot scores as the smartest 
watering-hole on the castanets 
circuit. Spirited revues of distin- 
guished talents—guitarists, 
singers, castanet-clicking stop- 
and-swirl artistes presented on a 
raised stage twice nightly—are 
rivaled in interest by the customer 
dancing. For these customers 
‘teally can step, glide, and shake 
the hip, under the frenzied stimuli 
of the Chateau Madrid bands, 
which are as gifted as any that 
ever shivered human timbers with 
the aid of maracas, claves, bongos, 
gourds, and asses’ jawbones, 

As a culinary gesture to the 
U.S., the menu carries seafood, 
toast beef, steak and chops; the 
rest of the eating is Spanish. 
While the dapper proprietors 
Danny and Bobby Lopez would 
be the last men on earthto frustrate 


| picadillo 


your desire for pael/a or arroz con 
pollo, even so, they'd brood if you 
never tried their rinones al Jerez 
(kidneys sautéed in sherry), 
from the Caribbean 
(spiced meat accompanied by 
golden bananas, white rice and 
contrasting black beans), scampi 
in piquant mustard sauce, and the 
chef's special combo: broiled 
Jobster tail and baby filet mignon. 

Things wrong about this place: 
none. Open seven days a week 
from cocktail time on. 

Elegance couldn't be quieter 
than you find it in the beautifully 
decorated Spanish Pavillon, 
located in Park Avenue's 
haughtiest apartment fortress on 
the corner of East 57th Street. No 
advertising. No gossip columnists. 
No flashlight cameras. Owner, 
Alberto Heras, feels that the public 
already knows its way to his door, 
and that anybody else might be 
unprepared for the prices. 

The establishment is more or 
less rectangular in shape, with 
tich red banquettes and square- 
cut, hand-woven woolback 
Jacobean chairs. A huge 16th- 
century tapestry and a life-size 
portrait of Spain’s King Philip IV 
adorn one of the walls. Menus 
printed on stiff parchment offer 
extraordinarily fine authentic 
Spanish cookery: Castilla la 
vieja soup, made with almond 
slivers and bread, zarzuela de 
matiscos Costa Brava, made with 
an assortment of fresh lobster, 
langostinas, mussels, clams and 
shrimp in a delicate sauce are two 
classic examples. 

Also irresistible are the seducing 
desserts .. . rich, fluffy natillas a la 
espariola, and especially the pine- 
nut cake. Service is substantially 
along the lines of New York's 
luxury French restaurants. Spain's 
greatest wines and those of France, 
too. Open for Juncheon and dinner, 
Closed Sunday. 

La Fonda del Sol (123 West 
50th Street), meaning Inn of the 
Sun, is a blast. The color-splashed 
decor and fascinating menu make 
this restaurant a veritable lark. 

Be impressed with its complete 
congruity. The ornamentation, the 
costumes of the waiters, the vivid 
table linen, the showy service 
counter—all are in harmony. From 
all places south of the border 
comes an array of folk crafts and 
art objects providing a feast for 
anyone who responds to the arts 
of Latin America. 

There is also much to explore 
gastronomically: Mexican foam 
soup, bocaditos (literally mi 
mouthfuls of Latin-American 


| distinctive. 


appetizers), and among the 
entrées the suckling pig on-the- 
‘spit, or the exceptional Argentinian 
steaks and chops, and you may be 
titillated by Brazilian and Chilean 
specialties. Sangria, that spirited 
Spanish wine-punch, is never 
offered unless in the pink of 
condition. 

La Fonda del Sol is a fiesta 
daily, including Sundays, for 
lunch and dinner. No extra charge 
for the animated strolling 
musicians. 

One of the finest dispensaries of 
Spanish cuisine in the world is 
Granados, 125 Macdougal 
Street, in Greenwich Village. The 
restaurant projects a ruggedly 
provincial feeling and resembles 
a Spanish cantina. Colorful 
paintings cover almost every inch 
of wall space in the modest-sized 
dining-room beyond the indus- 
tious bar-room. 

A drag with the owner 
Lorrenzo de Granados (short of 
stature, long on. popularity) is 
something to crow about at this 
restaurant, as delightful as it is 
If your ribs need a 
waterproof lining, he'll oblige with 
a savory dewy fruit gazpacho 
that spells comfort in every 
swallow. Hollow within? His 
version of paella 3 /a Valenciana, 
an oversized casserole of golden 
rice, fresh seafood and chicken, 


have bountifully endeared them- 


will do the trick to the last chink. 
Such dishes as pork with pine 
huts, and succulent and delicately 
sautéed camarones rebozados 


selves to Greenwich Village 
tumtums. Natilla (soft custard) 
and flan (caramel custard), are a 
couple of desserts particularly 
gone for here. 

Granados and its unrivalled 
Spanish cuisine, assisted by select 
wines, afe in operation from 
5 p.m. daily. If no table is available 
cocktails are. 

Another Village haunt is Casa 
Larado, 551 Hudson Street, New 
York's one and only Mexican- 
Texas —_restaurant. Friendly 
proprietor Kendal Ware leads a 
busy life greeting the limousine 
folk, who along with mere focal 
boys and gals, descend on him 
in this cordial, colorful hangout, 
giving a clever imitation of an 
outdoor square in a Mexican- 
Texas border town. 

If you're planning a trip to 
Mexico, here's the academy for 
acquiring tequila technique. (With 
a little practice you can be as 
professional as though you had 
grown up under a sombrero). 
Firstly, a dab of salt on knuckle of 
left. fist. Keeping that hand in 
abeyance, seize and suck lemon | 
quarter. Now snap up salt, 
pursued by tequila in one gulp. 


“| don't have anything against orgies 
| —it’s the cleaning up afterwards... .”* 
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Sit back, proud as Popocatepetl. 
Glow can have lively company in 
the form of enchiladas, tamales, 
tacos, and tostadas stuffed with 
chicken, cheese, or beef and 
three-alarm “bowl-of-red’, pep- 
pered and spiced to a fascinating 
fury. If something milder will do 
you, there is a Tex-Mex dish 
called Mexi-flag enchiladas 
(chicken with sour cream). Or 
you can eat Tex-Mex stuffed 
toast. Dessert options include a 
Jush pecan pie, made with plump 
raisins and brandy, and crowned 
with whipped cream and cherry. 

All dishes are @ la carte, but 
reasonable. Open for dinner only, 
except Saturday and Sunday 
when they open at 2 p.m. Sunday 
a hot and hearty brunch is the 
ticket to 6 p.m. 

The Toledo Restaurant, 66 
West 55th Street, is a honey of a 
place. If you have seen anything 
sweeter, neater, completer in the 
line of a bar lounge than. this 
Spanish-tiled, stunning pipperoo, 
the drinks are on me. 

The telatively small 
room, with only 18 or so tables, is 
one of the most opulent in New 
York, with colossal oak beams, 
massive chandeliers, wooden arill 
work, Spanish tiled floors, velvet- 
upholstered conquistador chairs, 
and imported antiques and im- 
Pressive works of art. 

Cuisine is cosmopolitan but 
features Spanish specialties easy 
to like, such as gazpacho and 
black bean soup, zarzuela, a 
concoction of fresh seafood and 
fish, Spanish prawns, /angosta 
glaseada Cardinal (chunks of 
diced lobster; blended with cream 
sauce), braised partridge with 
bacon, sautéed — mushrooms, 
onions and potatoes and pheasant 
with grapes and apple sauce. 
Luncheon and dinner served daily. 
Open Saturday and Sunday from 
cocktail on. Pricy. 

Xochitl, pronounced gutturally 
“Ho-Cheetl, at 146 West 46th 
Street, is a small, friendly, Mexican 
restaurant with booth tables. 
Named for an Indian maiden who, 
we gather from pictures of her, 
must have been the original 
Tortilla Toots. 

The kitchen offers a typical 
assortment of tama/es, enchiladas, 
tacos and tostadas, affording your 
eyes and palate a lot of fun at no 
great expense. The food is different 
from what we gringos are accus- 
tomed to eating, but it is tasty and 
makes you want to come back for 
more adventures. Consequently, 
the long established Xochitl has a 
flock of fans. Cocktails, wines and 
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Mexican beers served. Open 
weekdays from noon; Sundays 
from 2 p.m. 

CHICAGO: In a city famous for 
dreadful dining digs, Chicago's 
Su Casa is a veritable Mexican 
jewel box. Housed in what was 
originally the coach house at 49 
East Ontario Street, Su Casa is a 
replica of a richly beautiful Mexi- 
can hacienda, supporting such 
objets dart and antiquities as 16th- 
century hand-carved doors, 17th- 
century Mexican cupboards (used 
by the waitresses as serving 
stations), 300-year-old ceiling- 
hung church bells, antique statues, 
and over the bar a Mexican mural 
‘studded with pre-Colombian mini- 
sculptures.  Hand-embroidered 
linen graces each table, and the 
restaurant's emblem, a droll angel, 
appears on all the imported hand- 
carved high-backed chairs. 

Bar specialties are the Margarita 
cocktail and Mexican beers. From 
the kitchen come dishes such as 
butterfly beef tenderloin, chile 
rolleno (stuffed green pepper), 
cheese tacos, chicken and. beef 
enchiladas, saffron rice, guacamole 
(puréed avocado) salad, and Su 
Casa's own coffee, made from 
Kaluah brandy, a cinnamon stick, 
and topped with whipped cream. 
A Mexican troubadour sings and 
‘strums nightly. 

The restaurant is moderately 
priced, generally packed and open 
daily for lunch and dinner, except 
Sunday. 

Despite a Continental menu, 
the Farmer’s Daughter, housed 
in an all used-brick building at 
14455 La Grange Road, Orland 
Park, rates a resounding “Olé” for 
its two patios and all-Spanish 
room, in which it serves some of 
the best international cuisine in the 
Mid-West. 

Ingenious decor and appoint- 
ments like sausage trees, cheese 
carts, and fruit trees (all for your 
picking), and a broad selection of 
specialties such as veal cordon 
bleu, beef stroganoff, sauerbraten, 
chicken Kiev, and 20 luscious 
home-baked desserts account for 
this restaurant's lofty superiority. 
(They will not take orders for well- 
done steaks.) 

The festive mood here becomes 
more and more infectious as the 
evening progresses. Along with 
the good food, there is muy 
simpatico service. 

Opens for dinner, Monday thru 
Thursday at 5 p.m. and serves 
until 10.30 p.m.; Friday and 


Saturday till 11 p.m.; Sunday noon 


to 9 p.m.—Sheldon Landwehr 


The black man hollers 


Through many diverse periods of 
the recorded history of mankind, 
‘the theater has served as the ice- 
berg tip of its time, showing for all 
to see what the real world is 
seething about below. If life is 
‘grim, the iceberg tip is grey. If life 
is gay, the iceberg tip is pink. So 
be it. The black world in America 
is appallingly and confusedly grim 
and the iceberg tip—the Black 
Theater—is puking with anger and 
screaming with frustration. 

For instance Douglas Turner 
Ward's self-styled “surreal south- 
ern fable” The Reckoning is 
hardly a play at all. The black pimp 
and his whore who blackmail a 
Southern governor into allowing 
an unshown rebel march to the 
capital city to continue without 
incident is written in pseudo 
Maxwell Anderson blank verse 
with all the characters representa- 
tional rather than real. The occa- 
sional lapses of pure and unrelated 
rhetoric punctuate the playwright’s 
anger but serve the play no good 
purpose. And yet it was a 
successful evening in the theater, 
at Jeast on the night | attended, 
because it became a real and 
subjective experience for that 
audience and proved the theater 
is a functioning animal that does 
not have to thrive on the chi-chi 
ministrations of the Long Island 
garden clubs coming into the city 
to see Cactus Flower with as much 
intellectual or emotional depth 
penetration as watching a tele- 
vision soap opera through a vale 
of chocolates. 

The blacks for the most part 
spent the entire evening shouting 
encouragement to the pimp and 
the whore. “Get Whitey” was the 
hymn of the evening, and they 
whispered it at times, and when 
appropriate they shouted it. 
Middle-class murder was in their 
hearts and they really threw over 
the traces that night. They gave 
impolite vent to their innermost 
feelings and loved every moment 
of it. But not much less than the 
whites in the audience who 
started out the evening by laugh- 
ing just a decibel or two more 
loudly than everyone else in the 
place and then, after tentatively 
experimenting with a low-pitched 


“go. get him, boy” or two, they 
began to shout and holler, too. 
When the black man hollered 
that night he was not at the theater 
at all. He was down in Georgia 
chasing old Lester Maddox right 
up Peach Street, and as the whites 
joined in they, too, had left the 
theater far behind. They were all 
up on the cross, nailed in and 
prepared to suffer for the entire 
evening, or at least until they 


could get to the delicatessen | 


around the corner for a pastrami 
sandwich. The blacks wept for 
themselves, the whites wept for 
what they had done to the blacks. 
It's always easier to eat pastrami 
when you're weeping for what 
ails the other guy. But in this case, 
the Black Theater kept the violence 
in the theater and off the streets, 
which is a laudable function. 
Lonnie Elder's Ceremonies in 
a Dark Old Man, on the other 
hand, is not black theater at all. Itis 


just theater, and if the frustrations: | 


of the people involved are essen- 
tially black ghetto ones, and if the 
societal deficiencies are primarily 
to be found in black communities, 
it is still a well written play of 
humor and power and, above all, 
of immense universality. 

The psychological motivations 


| of the old barber who has no 


customers, whose’ dignity is un- 
impaired by his delusions, whose 
sense of values is imparted with no 
little pain and sometimes no effect 
at all on his children as they each 


try, to Survive in the ghetto—all his 


drives are understandable by any 
person, black or white. Anna 
Lucasta was Polish and Black. 
The peat bogs of Ireland could 
sustain a slightly tilted mirror 
version of Ceremonies. When the 
old man has his oh-so-fragile 
moment of glory while doing the 
two-step of his youth, he is all the 
inflated old people of the world 
trying to delude their juniors, 
knowing that their own truths are 
stalwart but being unable to 
impart them to such stubborn 
beings. 

The Reckoning is angry, emo- 
tional, rabble-rousing theater 
where the well of hate rises to the 
surface and is spewed forth with~ 
‘out harm. Violence is kept off the 
streets. The theater in its most 
activist role. Ceremonies lets us 
turn inward, shows us ourselves in 
a black mirror, true for all colors 
because the people are real and 
the relationships are understand- 
able. We are allowed to commit 


ourattention with passion because | 


we know that we are seeing our- 
selves, to one degree or another. 


| 


Dubowatinnerendnaniveenn “Reckoning”: 


of dark 


black. 


atweight and Ward (top) in ‘Ceremonies’: 


a blacker shade | 


a paler shade of 


Sangria with sangfroi (below) : olden ‘Landwehr escorts singer 


Olga euilees at Chateau seis 


But is there a point to be 
reached between black and the 
other theater of mutually healthful 
coalescence as against voracious 
assimilation of one by the other? | 
Does the black actor turn out- 
wards and try to find a place in the 
white theater, or does he turn in- 
wards and force the black theater 
to gouge out a new place in the 
sun. Does Gloria Foster — play 
Medea? Yes, because she is well 
equipped, it's a classical role that 
| is an absolutely legitimate target 
for someone of her range. Does 
Diana Sands play St. Joan? Nota 
bit of it. She trudged through this 
mismatch with good spirit but was 
the victim of an anxious manage- 
ment trying to do the community 
good and ending up doing the 
theaterbad. 

The only qualification that Diana 
Sands had for playing St. Joan was 
that she was black, which auto- 

" matically made it a good idea in | 
the eyes of the community- 
minded Lincoln Center Repertory 
Management. But this was a 
classic case of what not to do in 
the name of advancing the black 
ent in the theater. 
girl's equipment as an actress— 
what with a blurry speech pattern, | 
téchnical body gestures that are 
really basic to a first-year drama 
student, and obvious projection 


The Owl And The Pussycat in | 
which she also played a non-color 
role, But St. Joan! Disaster in the 
name of integration. No Gloria 
Foster bringing majesty to Medea, 
no Leontyne Price singing a 
definitive Aida, no Cicely Tyson 
being impish, contrite, sincere, 
howlingly funny, and simply out- 
rageous just by a single glance at | 
us from any stage. St. Joan was, | 
| for that year and many more to 
come, a monument of what not to _ 
do to help the theater. Nor the | 
black audience. | 
This is the nub of it all. | am | 
sympathetic toward the black 
artist and artisan of the theatre 
who has employment problems. 
It's true that the stereotypes have — 
‘been for the most part dispensed 
with only recently, and now black | 
actors are getting to play people 
instead of Amos’n‘Andy and the 
ut theater is not for actors or 


It is for the people, the audience, 
‘the community who want to be 
entertained and moved and per- | 
haps made to contemplate mat ers. | 


and ideas foreign to their normal 
tt think that it is commonly 


theater people 


“that an audience should be up- 
lifted and ennobled whenever 
| possible, that their wn experience 
should be reflected and enlarged 
ing microscope 
before them, an audience should 
be able to see themselves better, 
and understand themselves better 
after what they have seen on that 
stage. } 

But until the advent of the so- 
called Black Theater movement, 
all these exalting challenges have 
been exclusively white. A black. 
“man and his wife, no matter what 

| their essential intellectual level, 
have | until now simply been unable 
‘any semblance of identifi- 
cation in the theater. The only 
| black face they ever encountered 
was worn by the servants, or 
| occasionally the shiftless town 
drunk. They had enough white 
world around them all day in real 
life—what in the name of sanity’ 
would ev 
theater where the embellished. 
make-believe of the white man's 
world would be made even more 
unbearable by its exaggeration? 

That's the essential “why” of 
the black theater. So that the 
black community does not have 
to reserve its theater-going to see 
| Pearl Bailey, magnificent as she is, 
| doing Hello Dolly once a year. The 
| great magic of the theater-is its 
unassailable ability to communi- 
cate the basic human values, when, 
done right, in the most direct 


‘manner of all the communicating | 


| arts. It is live, people Tepresent 

people, Human experience is 
| duplicated and dissected and 
| judged and applauded or con- 


found independence for the black 
First his own identity must 
‘be defined, delineated and de- 
picted on the stage so that the 
black audience gets used to the 


theater as an honest place of — 


artistic expression. When the roots 
are sunk, when the base is 
broadened, when the security of 
professional capacity has been 


ensured, then there will come a | 


time of one theater. The world is 
black man and white man acting 
and reacting. If the theater is to be 
a living art form, it must start 
Straightening out the images of 
the life mirror it holds to its 
audiences. Some day there'll bea 
th ater which will reflect life as it 
i ‘our society, with no extra- 


or pink or uring san, 
Lesberg. 


resolved amon 


29 


impel them to attend a | 


andles like black or white — 


Composer Moondag: multo con brio in braille. 


Conversation with Moondog | 


His birth certificate reads “Louis 
Hardin, Marysville, Kansas, May 
26, 1916,” but everyone knows 
him by his rea/ ni 
At 16, he lost 


dynamite cap exploded, but his 
‘inner 
paited. 


vision remained unim- 
Now at 53 he is many 
oet, musician, scholar, 
of a spear-carrying 
Viking, and an important part of 
the life and legend of New York 
City. Above all, Louis Hardin isa 
composer of classical music. 

He is a composer in the grand 
manner of the great masters— 
Bach, Mozart, Beethoven, Wagner, 
Brahms, Haydn. Because he is 
blind, he writes his music in braille, 
and it must then be transcribed by 
friends—expensive to a man 
whose source of income must 
depend on the sale of his poetry on 
| the sidewalks of Sixth Avenue. 
Because of this enforced com- 
positional “process,” Moondog’s 
most extensive works are only 
about seven minutes long; he | 
cannot afford to write a full-scale | 
symphony. 

Earlier this year, through the | 


| persuasion of James William 


Guercio, a producer who had | 
simply met Moondog down the 
block, Columbia Records decided 
to record many of Hardin‘s com- 
positions on a series of albums, the 
first. of which, Moondog (MS 
7335), has been released, A few 
days before the initial sessions, 


Hardin—from his “office” on the | 
‘comer of 56th Street at Sixth 
Avenue, near the Warwick Hotel— 
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ascended the charcoal-colored 
bowels of the CBS building. Then 
the two of us, assisted by Guercio 
and Robert Altshuler, spent the 
afternoon tape-recording an inter- 
view. 

Here is Moondog on a number 
‘of subjects. 

His name: | began using Hear: 
dog as a pen name in 1947, 
honor of a dog | had in Hitby: 


Missouri, who used to howl at the 


moon more than any dog | ever 
knew. 

His music: \'m a dyed-in-the- 
wool classicist, and I'm tonal as 
opposed to atonal, polytonal, 
quartertonal, or sixteenthtonal. As 
far as | am concerned, classicism 
is a constant, and not subject to 
removal. It may be ignored and 
abhorred, but it cannot be des- 
troyed. | do not think of myself as 
a neoclassicist, for classicism is 
neither new nor old—it just is. As 
| say in one of my lyrics, “Today 
is yesterday's tomorrow which is 
now.” Every man has a master, and 
1 don’t shy away from admitting 
that mine are the Viennese 
masters—Wagner, Mozart, Haydn, 
Beethoven, Brahms, all those. Of 
course, I'm including Bach in the 
Viennese school. With spear in 


| hand, | defend their values against 


all comers. 

Contemporary composers and 
rock ‘n’ roll: | can't abide Charles 
Ives. | know that he's a highly 
trained musician, but I'm not in 
that bag. He's a polytonalist, and 
I'm not interested in that. Frankly, 
1 would rather listen to rock ‘n’ roll 
than to Schénberg because rock 
‘music is tonal and simple har- 
‘monically, as is mine. | don’t care 
for electronic devices of any kind. 
‘One look at my orchestra and 
you'll see that | have no truck with 
anything that is not produced 
naturally. | even differ with Harry 
Partch. He used plywood in a lot 


of his instruments. | would never 
do that. | want straight-grained 
wood and no plastics. 

Rounds, Janis Joplin, and Big 
Brother and the Holding Com- 
pany: A round is something like 
“Three Blind Mice” or “Row, Row, 
Row Your Boat.” The first one | 
wrote was called “All is Loneli- 
ness." and | recorded it for 
Prestige in 1952 by overdubbing 
my own voice. | wrote six or seven 
dozen rounds back then, but 
nothing ever happened with any 
of them, and | lost interest. A 
couple of years ago, Big Brother 
and the Holding Company heard 
my record of "All Is Loneliness,” 
‘and Janis Joplin sang it on their 
Mainstream album. That got me 
interested again, and | began to 
write more rounds. | have 200 of 
them now—on every possible 
subject matter, in every possible 
key. 

His poetry: | began to sell my 


writings on the street in 1945, but | 


\ couldn't sell any music that way. 
The only way | could sell my music 
was to hide it away inside a four- 
page folder, with the poetry on the 
outside for everyone to see. | have 
about eight or nine little books of 
poems—Yearbooks, | call them— 
and each one of them contains 365 
or 366 poems. | write only in 
couplets, As a poet, I feel as much 
at home in the strictness of the 
couplet as | do, as a. compose! 
the strictness of the round or the 
canon. Because the form is pre- 
scribed, all | have to worry about 
is the content. When poets tell me 
that they write in free verse, | tell 
them that that's a contradiction in 
terms: poetry is not free; it is very 
rigidly prescribed. What they mean 
by free verse is poetic prose. 
Originality: \'m being myself. 
There's no such thing as origina- 
lity, only personality. If you're true 
to yourself, you can’t help but be 
different—there’s only one you. If 
you indulge in originality, you are 
apt to go off on a tangent and 


‘create a world for yourself, or 


arrange a parade and look around 
to see that no oneis following you. 

Bob Dylan: \'ve never met him. 
| listen to his records, and | think 
that he has a unique style. 

Charlie Parker and Benny Good- 
man (Hardin's Lament 1 and 
Symphonique are subtitled 
“Bird's Lament” and “Good for 
Goodie” respectively): Charlie 
Parker used to stop by when | was 
playing in doorways, and we even 
talked of making a record together, 
One night, | met him in Times 
Square, and we shook hands. His 
hand was shdking terribly and he 


was rather incoherent, and | didn’t 
know what was wrong with him. 
Later, | found out that he was a 
heavy user of something, and the 
next thing | knew, he was dead. 
He left a tremendous legacy and 
influenced a lot of people. Benny 
Goodman made a great impression 
on me, too. | wrote a classical 
piece in the swing style for him. 
New York City: It's been my 
father and mother for 25 years. It 


may appear to be cold and cruel on | 


the outside, but it really has a very 

warm heart. | call New York a 
“confederacy of ghettos,” all kinds: 
of little communities under the 
name of one city. | like ghettos, as 
long as they're voluntary, because 
it's nice for people of one ethnic 
group to be able to collect in one | 
‘spot for cultural | teasons, because 
of the food and the language. I'm 
only against ghettos when they're 
imposed or forced. For myself, I've 
always stayed in midtown Man- 
hattan. | like it there, and the 
Warwick has sort-of adopted me 
(even the bartenders). When | 
don’t show up for a day, they miss 
me. Even the people at the Hilton 
watch out for me. It’s lovely. If 
being roughed up, a squad car 
will come to the rescue. Cabbies 
are always helping me. 

Drugs: \ don't take drugs of any 
kind. | have never smoked mari- 
juana. | get my highs with tobacco 
and coffee, | make my coffee with | 
natural coffee beans, and | use 


“spring water, brown sugar, and 


heavy cream. When I’ve got that 
pot going, and if I've had my sleep_ 
and have a nice quiet place, | 
really turn on! 

His family: \ have two gitls. But 


| live a vagabond life—l_ could | 


never settle for the stereotyped 
American husband-and-father role 
—and, for that reason, I'm more 
alone than | am with. | don’t want 
to be alone, but it's my way of life. 

The future: | just want to avoid 
sensationalism. |'ve had enough of 
that, where they completely ignore 
what you do in favor of how you” 
look. | want to spend the bulk of 
my time in rural areas. If my 
records go well, | want to fix up a 
place in the country. I'd like to go 
to Europe to conduct. Because of 
all the thousands of people who 


have helped me, I've got to make | 


good. I'm on the spot. But my 
incentive is working full blast, and 
| have many projects and ideas. 
Everyone says good luck when | 
tell them that my work is being 
recorded. | tell them that | don't 
need good luck any more, all | 
need is time. A whole lot of time. 
—Paul Nelson Ot—g 
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A one minute past six on the evening 
of April 4, 1968, a rifle shot rang out 
in a sleazy quarter of Memphis, Ten- 
nessee, and Dr. Martin Luther King, the 
Negroes’ most successful leader in their 
struggle for civil rights, fell dead on the 
balcony of a hotel. Within hours, other 
prominent black leaders were receiving 
anonymous telephone calls: “You will 
be next’, they were told. 

As far as the public is concerned, the 
killer of Dr. Martin Luther King has been 
identified, apprehended, convicted, and 
jailed for life. Next case . . . or is it as 
simple as that? Was this really just 
another lone “nut case” getting in a 
lucky rifle shot, or is that—like the 
Oswald story—an explanation that be- 
comes less satisfactory the more you 
examine the facts? The importance of 
the answer cannot be overrated for, if 
the man now serving time for King’s 
murder can be shown to have had help, 
it throws a new light on the plausibility 
of a conspiracy to assassinate liberal 
American leaders. The assassin got 
clean away from the scene of the crime, 
but 15 days later the FBI gave out his 
name to the public. He was a petty 
criminal called James Earl Ray who had 
escaped from the Missouri State Peni- 
tentiary just a year before and had been 
on the run ever since. 

A massive international manhunt was 
organized to bring the fugitive to justice. 
The FBI was reported to be employing 
3,000 of its G-men in a round-the-clock 
search for the gunman. There were 
tumors that he was in Mexico, or 
Australia. But two months and four days 
after King’s death, he was arrested at 
London Airport by Scotland Yard detec- 
tives. He was subsequently extradited 
and taken to Memphis on July 19. After 
a number of delays, the trial was 
eventually set for November 12, but 
late in the evening of November 10 Ray 
sacked his lawyer and hired another. 

The trial was then postponed for four 
months in order to give the new lawyer 
time to familiarize himself with the case. 
The trial was held om March 10, 1969, 
almost a year after the shooting. Against 
expectations Ray, who had had an 
elaborate defense prepared by his first 
lawyer, pleaded guilty, and was sen- 
tenced to 99 years. The whole procedure 
was over within about two and a half 
hours, and because of the guilty plea no 
witnesses were called. 

Percy Foreman, Ray's lawyer, let it be 
publicly known that he had made a deal 
with the prosecution, whereby Ray 
would be granted his life in exchange 
for his admission of guilt. This afforded 
the prosecution the obvious advantage 
of not having to prove its case. Foreman 
believed that talk of a conspiracy would 
hurt his client's case. 

As soon as the trial was over, an out- 
cry arose in the press. The state had 
claimed that Ray, acting alone, had fired 
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the shot and that no one else had been 
involved. Yet in court, Ray had cut short 
the District Attorney who was telling the 
jury that it had taken him months “to 
prove to myself... that it was not a 
conspiracy’’. Addressing the judge, Ray 
said: “| don’t want to change things. | 
just want to add something. | don't 
agree with the theory that there was no 
conspiracy”. 

At this point, Percy Foreman inter- 
rupted his client to say that he was 
pleading guilty to first-degree murder, 
“not to anything about a conspiracy’. 
The judge then asked Ray for the second 
time if he was pleading guilty to the 
killing of Martin Luther King. The 
prisoner replied that he was. The 
incident was closed. 

Next day the conservative Los Angeles 
Times published a cartoon showing the 
judge and both defense and prosecution 
counsel hurriedly leaving the courthouse 
and going their separate ways. With 
their hats pulled down and coat collars 
held up over their faces, they looked the 
picture of guilty conspirators. The 
caption beneath read: “We find no 
evidence of conspiracy in the sentencing 
of James Earl Ray’. 

The FBI and the Justice Department 
in Washington found themselves unable 
to endorse such justice. Two days after 
the trial, a Justice Department spokes- 
man in Washington said that the Martin 
Luther King murder case was still open 
and under investigation. FBI agents 
were understood to be still examining 
the possibility of a conspiracy. 

They could hardly have done other- 
wise, for a number of prominent men, 
both in and out of Congress, were com- 
plaining that the most important ques- 
tions were still unanswered, and some 
were even, rather naively, calling for 


another Warren Commission to establish 
the truth. Five days after the trial, Nora 
Beloff. correspondent of London's The 
Observer, alluding to Ray's outburst 
from the dock, stated the obvious 
and pertinent question: ‘Why, then, 
Negro intellectuals are asking, was 
not the suspension of the death penalty 
made conditional on the accused giving 
details of fellow-conspirators ?”” 

The authorities conceded that there 
were two problems: where did the 
money come from to finance Ray's 
travels, and what was his motive? As to 
the latter, “they were inclined to think 
that it fay in the viciously disturbed 
personality of the murderer—‘a nut- 
case’ one authority said—who had 
shown himself consumed by race hatred 
from his early childhood . .. It was not 
just that Ray, like other white Souther- 
ners, was racially intolerant, but that he 
was permeated with fanatical hatred .. . 
The authorities say that, if there had 
been a conspiracy to murder Dr. King, 
no gang would have risked going into 
action with a man whose whole life was 
so unstable and erratic. In the end, they 
believe, Ray was driven by the craving 
for notoriety and found in Dr. King his 
ideal victim”. 

As to the money, the answer to that 
was simple: he robbed banks, including 
at least one in London. 

What these explanations leave out of 
account are the circumstances of Ray's 
arrest at London Airport, on June 8, 
1968. The curious inconsistencies re- 
vealed by that event point to a con- 
spiracy job, and strongly suggest that 
the FBI and the Justice Department are 
aware of this background. 

What seems to have happened is this: 
on May 28, 1968, a character calling 
himself Ramon George Sneyd checked 
in at the New Earls Court Hotel in 
London. He checked out again eight 
days later and flew to Lisbon. On the 
same day, another character carrying a 
bag with a BEA label and looking sun- 
burnt, checked in at the Pax Hotel in 
Pimlico, Although he also called himself 
Ramon George Sneyd, his description, 
manner and behavior were all different 
from that of the man who had stayed at 
the New Earls Court.- 

A few days later, on June 8, the first 
Sneyd flew back from Lisbon, landed at 
London Airport at 6:10 a.m. and was 
arrested as he filed into the airport 
building, by the head of Scotland Yard's 
Flying Squad, Detective Chief Super- 
intendent Thomas Butler,’ of Train 
Robber fame. With him was Detective 
Chief Inspector Ken Thompson. 

The same morning, at about 9 :00 a.m. 
the second Sneyd checked out of the 
Pax Hotel and took a taxi to London 
Airport. Although his intended destina- 
tion is not known, there is reason to 
believe that it was somewhere in Africa. 
As he passed through Immigration, the 


official stamping his passport noticed 
the name, a most unusual one and 
identical with that of a wanted man 
arrested five hours earlier. Naturally he 
contacted Scotland Yard’s Special 
Branch office in the airport building, 
and naturally Detective Sergeant Philip 
Birch, who was sent to investigate, had 
no alternative but to detain this man too 
while inquiries were made. The time 
was 11:15. 

Five and a quarter hours later a joint 
announcement was made in Washing- 
ton by the head of the Justice Depart- 
ment and the head of the FBI. (At that 
very moment, the funeral service for 
Senator Robert Kennedy was in progress 
at St. Patrick's Cathedral in New York.) 
The statement said that James Earl Ray, 
indicted for the assassination of Martin 
Luther King, had been arrested at 11:15 
a.m. London time, 6:15 a.m. Washing- 
ton time, on arrival by air from Lisbon at 
London Airport. The arresting officers 
had been Superintendent Butler and 
Inspector Thompson. 

| believe the announcement was a 
fusion of the two arrests. One can only 
assume that J. Edgar Hoover, the head 
of the FBI, mistook the two separate 
times of arrest, one at 6:15, one at 
11:15, for differences in time between 
London and Washington. The double 
arrest, however, must have placed 
Butler in a quandary. Not only would he 
not have known which of the two 
Sneyds was the correct one, information 
urgently required because he had to get 
him into court on Monday morning, but 
he also needed to know what to do with 
the other Sneyd. And, of course, once 
the announcement had come from 
Washington, he was besieged by journa- 
lists asking for a statement. 

This may explain why at first he 
repeatedly denied that Ray had been 
arrested. Eventually, at 5:05 that Satur- 
day afternoon, 35 minutes after the 
announcement had been made in 
Washington, an evasive statement was 
issued. 

“Raymond George Sneyd”, it read, 
“born 8/10/32 Toronto, Canada, no 
fixed abode and no occupation, was 
arrested at 11:15 a.m. on 8/6/68 at 
London Airport and later charged at 
Cannon Row with possessing a forged 
passport and possessing a firearm’. The 
man would appear at Bow Street 
Magistrates Court on Monday.’ It con- 
tinued: ‘Superintendent Butler and 
Inspector Thompson are in charge of 
the inquiry. The arrest was the result of 
liaison with the FBI, the Royal Canadian 
Mounted Police and New _ Scotland 
Yard. The man was in transit through 
Immigration on arrival from Lisbon on 
his way to another country” (my italics). 
Nowhere was there any reference to his 
correct name or to the assassination of 
Martin Luther King. 

Meanwhile the true situation had pre- 


Do these pictures show the same man? Ray (/eft) photographed on way to Memphis jail, and 
Ray after conviction and 99-year sentence. Note the striking difference between the two right 
ears. A London landlady says the man on right lodged with her as “Sneyd’ but doesn’t recognize 


the other picture. 


Do these pictures show the same man? FBI sketch, issued to Mexico only, shows suspected 
murderer of Martin Luther King. Photograph shows one of three men arrested behind the grassy 
knoll in Dallas immediately after the shooting of President Kennedy. 


sumably become apparent in Washing- 
ton. At any rate, within hours, the head 
of the Criminal Division of the Justice 
Department, a man immediately below 
the Attorney General in the hierarchy, 
was on a plane bound for London. In 
the early hours of Sunday morning, Mr. 
J. Fred Vinson Jr. landed at Heathrow 
for the ostensible purpose of reviewing 
“on behalf of the United States the 
custody, protection and expeditious 
return to this country of James Earl 


Ray”. 

Vinson’s first action on arrival was to 
to visit Tommy Butler at Scotland Yard, 
to thank him for the part he had taken in 
the arrest, and his second action was to 
visit the prisoner in the cells. The 
following morning, Scotland Yard had 
no difficulty in producing the real James 
Earl Ray in court. 

In the interval, however. another 
problem had arisen. Every paper that 
appeared that Sunday morning, in both 
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England and America, had the arrest as 
its lead story. And they all, without 
exception, contained the information 
that Ray had flown into London from 
Lisbon immediately before his arrest. 
Some of them reported which flight he 
came in on, BE 075, which landed at 
6:10 a.m., details that appear to have 
come from airline officials at London 
Airport and not from Scotland Yard. 
Most of them indicated in one way or 
another that he had arrived about five 
hours before the arrest at 11:15 a.m. 
and some made efforts to explain this 
discrepancy. Nobody noticed the im- 
probability of his being arrested at 
11:15, for when he landed, as both The 
Observer and the Sunday Telegraph 
reported, he had in his pocket a ticket to 
fly on to Brussels on flight BE 462 which 
would have left at 7:50 a.m. Nor did 
anyone inquire how he came to be 
passing through Immigration when 
transit passengers go straight through 
without showing their passports. 

Still, the contradiction might have 
slipped past if a senior Daily Telegraph 
journalist, lan Colvin, had not remem- 
bered that a man called Ramon Sneyd 
had rung him up twice the week before. 
Colvin had promised to let him have 
some information on how to join the 
mercenaries in Africa and had made a 
careful note of his addresses. On the 
first occasion the man had spoken from 
the New Earls Court Hotel and on the 
second from the Pax, in Pimlico. Sur- 
mising that this was the man who had 
been arrested, Colvin set off that Sunday 
for the two hotels. At the Earls Court 
hotel, he found that the police had 
preceded him and that no one would 
talk, but he had better luck in Pimlico 
where the landlady told him that Sneyd 
had stayed there for three days until 
9:00 a.m. on Saturday, June 8, which 
was of course the day of the arrests. 

The question of how Sneyd could 
have been both in a plane between 
Lisbon and London and asleep in 
Pimlico at the same time does not seem 
to have occurred to Colvin but it does 
appear that someone on his paper 
attempted to check with the Yard. Like 
every other leading British newspaper, 
the Telegraph has a reporter per- 
manently stationed in the Press Room 
at the London police HQ. 

The following morning the Daily 
Express came out with a front page lead 
story that completely reversed the facts 
published on Sunday, the day before. 
Ray had not flown in from Lisbon, it 
told its readers, but had been in London 
all the time, in fact for three weeks 
before the arrest. Scotland Yard had the 
addresses of four hotels at which he had 
stayed. He had been arrested by Special 
Branch (nearly every paper the day 
before had said the Flying Squad) when 
attempting to board the 11:50 flight to 
Brussels. 


34 PENTHOUSE 


In London Sneyd (Ray) stayed at four hotels, 
according to police, but only these two have 
been discovered. The Pax in Pimlico (/eft) has 
since been renamed the Station. The New Earls 
Court is where Sneyd telephoned the Daily 
Telegraph for information about joining mer- 
cenaries in Africa. 


Curiously, Colvin’s story also had the 
information that Ray had been in 
London for three weeks before his 
capture and that the arrest had been 
made by Special Branch. Since Colvin 
could not possibly have discovered this 
from the two hotels he visited, it is 
reasonable to assume he got it from 
Scotland Yard, which was no doubt also 
the source of the Express story. Signifi- 
cantly. Colvin did not state categorically 
that Ray had been in London until the 
time of the arrest but only that “He was 
known to have been in London until at 
least last Thursday”, the day, in fact, of 
the second telephone call. 

No other newspaper published that 
morning carried any hint that anything 
in the official story had changed. 
Indeed, The Times, in its front page 
story, was still talking about Ray having 
been arrested on arrival from Lisbon. 

Naturally, reporters on other papers 
were bewildered. Confusion was in- 
creased when Scotland Yard refused to 
confirm or deny the stories in the Express 
and the 7elegraph, and the New York 
Times even reported that Scotland Yard 
officials were continuing to maintain 
“that Ray was arrested here on Saturday 
morning following his arrival from 
Portugal”. 

The FBI was then consulted, but no 
help could be obtained from that source 
either. A spokesman declared that 
“according to the bureau's information, 
Ray arrived in England on May 7, left 
the same day for Lisbon and flew back 
to London on Saturday”. In other words 
he was in Lisbon from May 7 until June 
8, and not in London. 

The following day, however, the FBI 
admitted that a mistake had been made. 
Their belief that Ray had been in Lisbon, 
a spokesman said, had led to the 
incorrect announcement. 

It was the London Evening Standard, 
sister paper of the Express, that put the 
record straight for the British public. On 
the same day as the FBI correction was 


issued, it carried these words by John 
Ponder: “He (Ray) landed in London, | 
can now reveal, on May 17 from Lisbon. 
On Saturday he was stopped as a result 
of an ‘all ports’ warning message about 
a man traveling in Europe under the 
name of Sneyd that was issued by 
Scotland Yard only two days earlier. The 
man who stopped him was a Special 
Branch detective at Heathrow airport, 
Det-Sgt. Philip Birch”. 

The press have stuck to this version 
rigidly ever since. Not one journalist, not 
even Colvin, spotted the explanation 
that the two Sneyds could not have been 
the same man—yet one Sneyd had a 
Southern American accent and the other 
a Canadian, and they had both spoken 
to Colvin. (In his account of the episode, 
he wrote: “a Canadian or perhaps 
American voice”.) My contention is 
that it was precisely because they were 
both pretending to be the same man, and 
therefore working closely together, that 
Scotland Yard and the FBI could not 
allow their separate existence to be 
known. 

At Bow Street Magistrates Court no 
photographs were permitted of the 
prisoner entering or leaving the court 
where every room was searched and 
searched again in advance of Ray's 
appearance. The result was that no 
pictures are available of the man who 
appeared in court that day. 

Restrictions were imposed on the 
reporting and broadcasting of the pro- 
ceedings, so that the evidence of arrest 
was not reported in the press. Butler 
asked for the prisoner to be remanded in 
custody while further inquiries were 
made. And it was Butler again who gave 
evidence at the extradition proceedings 
held later in the month. According to his 
testimony, Ray had had two passports, 
both of which showed that he had been 
born in Toronto on October 8, 1932. 

The extradition order having been 
granted, Ray was virtually smuggled out 
of the country on board an American 
Air Force plane which left at dead of 
night. The same secrecy prevailed as he 
was taken to the jail in Memphis. The 
press was not permitted to photograph 
him, but a photograph was issued by the 
Sheriff's office which showed him 
arriving in his cell, trussed and with his 
head bowed. It was almost impossible 
to distinguish his facial features. ln fact 
no press photographs of the accused 
man were taken until the day of the 
trial, March 10, 1969, eight months 
later. 

Ray's first American lawyer, Arthur J. 
Hanes, let it be known that his client was 
the victim of a conspiracy which, he 
broadly hinted, was communist in 
origin. Ray had not fired the shot, Hanes 
maintained, but had been simply a 
decoy or a dupe who had been lured 
into the conspiracy for the purpose of 
framing him. The planted evidence was 
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transparent. A rifle with Ray’s finger- 
prints on it, binoculars also fingerprinted, 
underclothes with Ray's laundry mark 
on them, and a transistor radio with his 
penitentiary identification number 
stamped on it—these had all been left in 
a bundle a few yards from the front door 
of the house from which the shot had 
been fired, Ray had allegedly abandoned 
them there in his haste to get away. 

This evidence had been found within 
minutes of the shooting and Ray's 
fingerprints were on file at FBI head- 
quarters in Washington. The FBI can 
identify prints in their files in a matter of 
minutes but it took them 15 days to 
discover his identity. Only two days 
before, they had announced that his 
name was Eric Starvo Galt, the false 
identity which Ray had in fact assumed 
before the killing. 

What is the explanation of the FBI's 
delay ? May it not have been that they 
were endeavoring to discover who was 
the real assassin ? For there is evidence 
suggesting that Martin Luther King’s 
real assassin may also have been one of 
those involved in the shooting of John 
F. Kennedy. 

There exists a photograph which 
shows three men who were arrested 
behind the grassy knoll in Dallas shortly 
after the President's assassination. They 
are being marched away by police 
officers, one of whom is carrying a rifle, 
a weapon not normally issued to cops 
on the beat. Although the Warren 
Report described them as tramps who 
were found in the freight yard, the lead- 
ing prisoner looks anything but a tramp. 
Tall and well built, he is in the prime of 
manhood. There is something distinc- 
tive, almost handsome, about his face, 
with its firm jawline and prominent nose. 

Shortly after the shooting of King, the 
FBI circulated a drawing, made from 
eye-witness descriptions, of the un- 
named suspect. It was issued in every 
country except Mexico, where for some 
reason a totally different drawing was 
circulated. Not only does it bear an 
uncanny resemblance to the man photo- 
graphed in Dealey Plaza, but could 
actually have been made from that 
photograph, for it shows a man with his 
profile set at exactly the same angle, and 
with the same twist to his lips. Some 
days after King was killed, a report was 
published that a man had been arrested 
in Mexico. It was then stated that he was 
an innocent tourist and that a mistake 
had been made. But how the error 
occurred was never explained. Nor was 
it revealed why Mexico alone was 
favored with that drawing. Could the 
innocent tourist have been the real 
assassin who, once found, was carefully 
hidden away ? 

Just why Ray fired Arthur Hanes and 
then hired Percy Foreman 36 hours 
before his trial was due to start has 
never been explained either. Nor do we 
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know how Foreman persuaded him to 
plead guilty. What seems clear is that 
the man who appeared in the dock in 
Memphis on March 10 was not the man 
whose photograph was released by the 
Sheriff's office on July 20 of the year 
before. He was almost certainly the 
second Sneyd, the man who stayed at 
the Pax Hotel in Pimlico, and not Ray, 
for it was the latter who had been 
arrested on arrival from Portugal. (The 
photograph issued after the arrest shows 
the man who stayed at the New Earls 
ay not the man who stayed at the 
Pax. 

The landlady of the Pax Hotel, who 
saw the prisoner leaving the Memphis 
courthouse on television after his con- 
viction, swears that this was the man 
who stayed with her. Ray told Hanes 
that he was in Portugal until June 8, and 
if the landlady is tight, the man who 
received 99 years cannot have been 
Ray. Moreover, we can compare a 
photograph of this man taken just after 
the trial with the photograph of July 20. 
Although in each case, the head is 
bowed and the facial features are hard 
to distinguish, a direct comparison can 
be made between the right ear of each 
man. They are so unalike that they must 
belong to different men. 

If we conclude that the man convicted 
was the second Sneyd, we then have to 
explain how he ever came to plead 
guilty in another man’s name. | believe 
that the answer lies in the fact that he 
was a drug addict. He left a syringe in 
his room at the Pax and the landlady 
described him as someone who was 
clearly mentally ill, and who scarcely 
seemed to know where he was. 

There is an aftermath of this sad and 
sordid affair. Percy Foreman, who 
normally charges $250,000 for defend- 
ing a murderer, did not do so badly out 
of defending his penniless client. He 
made an arrangement with W. Bradford 
Huie, the author who was at work on 
Ray's biography, whereby he, Foreman, 
would collect 60% of the proceeds of 
the book. Since serialization rights had 
been sold to Look magazine for a vast 
sum, and film rights to Carlo Ponti for 
even more, Foreman stood to improve 
his bank balance by $260,000. Foreman 
is reported to have promised to donate 
anything he received over and above 
$150,000 to Ray's family. 

Huie had an almost exactly similar 
deal with Hanes before Ray sacked him. 
In his case, however, the sums involved 
were much smaller. Moreover, until 
Hanes left the case, Huie had been 
selling excerpts of his book for publica- 
tion in Look, and two of these had 
appeared before November 10, the date 
on which Foreman was hired. It is clear 
from these excerpts that Huie also 
believed Ray to be the innocent victim 
of a ‘plot’, albeit a left-wing one, and 
there are repeated references to a man 


called Raoul who apparently provided 
Ray with his money and his marching 
orders. 

Just before Foreman took on the case, 
Huie was warned that he would be in 
contempt of court if he published any 
more before the trial. A month after the 
conviction, Look magazine was again 
carrying an excerpt by this author. It 
now appeared that in the interval, Huie 
had been traveling thousands of miles 
and checking his facts, and had dis- 
covered that he had been wrong after 
all. Ray was no innocent victim, he was 
just another crazed “‘loner’’. Raoul didn’t 
exist. 

Alongside this excerpt was a contri- 
bution from Foreman. “Why did Ray 
kill Dr. Martin Luther King Jr.?” he 
asked. And his answer? Because he 
wanted to win recognition. This ex- 
plained why he had deliberately left the 
incriminating bundle of evidence in the 
doorway when he could have carried it 
a few feet further on and placed it in his 
get-away car. He wanted to be identi- 
fied. “He hoped that by killing Martin 
Luther King, he could make the rest of 
his futile boring life exciting”. 

If “Ray” himself found the prospect of 
spending the rest of his life in jail 
exciting, his subsequent actions indicate 
the contrary. Two days after the trial, he 
was quoted as saying: ‘‘When | went to 
the court on Monday | was convinced 
if | did not plead guilty, | was going to 
the electric chair. | wish the hell | hadn't 
now because with what they had on 
me | believe the worst I'd gotten would 
have been life imprisonment.” (This 
would have meant remission after about 
13 years.) 

A week later it was learned that he 
had written to the judge to say that he 
had dismissed his lawyer and would be 
seeking a further. court hearing. The 
judge, W. Preston Battle, had made the 
incredible statement that a full trial 
“would have muddied our understand- 
ing of the substantial evidence which 
established Ray as the killer”. When, 
three weeks later, Judge Battle, aged 60, 
was found dead of a heart attack, two 
letters from Ray were found in his 
possession. In one of them, Ray had 
written: “| would respectfully request 
this court to treat this letter as a legal 
notice of an intent to ask for a reversal of 
the 99 year sentence petitioner received 
in the afore-mentioned Court for the 
murder of the Rev. Dr. Martin Luther 
King Jr.”. What the other letter con- 
tained has never been revealed, but all 
Ray's efforts to obtain a retrial have to 
date been unavailing. 

Thus it would seem that many of the 
characteristics of the murder of John F. 
Kennedy reappear in that of Martin 
Luther King, only this time without even 
the pretense of a proper investigation or 
a public statement of the prosecution's 
case. 


your gift as good as Grant’? 


This year, give your favorite people a gift 
you know they’ll open and enjoy—Grant’s 8 Scotch. It’s aged for 
8 full years . . . brimming with rich, smooth, honest Scotch flavor. 
And while you’re at it, enjoy a little of the holiday Spirit yourself. 


Grant's 8 Scotch...as long as you're up. 


BLENDED SCOTCH WHISKY 85 PROOF © AUSTIN, NICHOLS & CO. INC,, N.Y. IMPORTERS, BOTTLED IN SCOTLAND. 


by Colin Leary 


From the S. T. Dupont of Paris collection of fine jewelry butane lighters—reflecting an almost century-old tradition of 
superb craftsmanship. The ultimate accessory for men and women... exemplifying an apotheosis of elegance, 
supreme quality, and highest precision. Heavily electroplated in 18 karat gold, or silver. Also in ancient Chinese lacquer. 


THAT IT LIGHTS CIGARETTES IS ALMOST INCIDENTAL 


LIGHTERS FROM $800, TO $45. 


At fine jewelers, department stores, tobacconists, specialty, gift and man’s shops throughout the United States and in 
80 countries around the world. For the store nearest you write: S. T. Dupont Corp., 745 Fifth Avenue, N.Y., N.Y. 10022 


Penthouse: What are your earliest memories of 
childhood ? 

Von Habsburg: They go back to Emperor 
Francis Joseph. | do remember, but of course 
these are very remote memories, some of the 
visits we made to the old king-emperor, and | 
remember, vividly remember, his funeral in 1916. 
It was the first great public ceremony in which | 
participated—a solemn and awesome occasion 
bound to impress even a very small boy. Then, 
of course, came the coronation of my father, and 
of the two following years of my father's reign, | 
remember much more. 

Penthouse: What about the early years of 
exile? 

Habsburg: | was only six, but still those times 
were so eventful and tense that | can recall the 
various places where we lived in Switzerland 
and in Madeira. | was old enough to be 
conscious of the events which changed my 
family’s destiny so abruptly, and was always 
educated in a political atmosphere. Now, 
looking back, | have far more varied and plastic 
political memories than along private and 
family lines. My father made two attempts to 
reclaim his throne in Hungary, both of which 
failed. | did not go with him and my mother, but | 
sensed the tension, the excitement, the heart- 
break. From the early beginnings it was the 
political events, political pronouncements, 
political implications that interested me most. 
Penthouse: Exile made your childhood quite 
different from what it would have been if you 
had remained the Crown Prince? 

Habsburg: Of course. My father had far more 
time for his children during the three vears 
before he died in 1921 than he had when we 
were at home in Vienna. When he was King- 
Emperor and even when he was only Crown 
Prince, after the assassination of the Heir- 
Apparent Francis Ferdinand, he never had any 
time for his family. He had to be away most of 
the year. Our exile created a fundamental 
difference. And then, naturally, living abroad 
and all that changed things very much indeed. 
Penthouse: Do you feel that exile may have 
changed your ideas, your dreams, and political 
conceptions, which might have developed 
differently if you had ascended the throne? 
Habsburg: That's impossible to answer. | did 
not ascend the throne, and have now renounced 
all my claims to it, so | really couldn't say how 
being a reigning monarch might have affected 
me. Certainly the great changes that have 
occurred in my lifetime, not only the revolutions 
of 1918 and the events at the end of World War 
|, but everything that has happened since, have 
influenced my attitudes quite a bit. Especially 
life in exile, That is an experience for which | can 
only be grateful because, while it’s not the most 
pleasant way of life, it provides you with a much 
more detached view of things than those who 
have never left their homeland can possess. It 
creates—how shall | put it ?—a greater sense of 
the unity of humanity, and of your own 
continent. It gives one independence from 
nationalism and chauvinism. You see, it was in 
the United States that | really became a 
European, and realized my allegiance. After 
three years in the United States, when | landed 
in Portugal, | felt at home. Yet three years earlier 
when | had departed from Lisbon, | considered 
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PENTHOUSE INTERVIEW / OTTO VON HABSBURG 


Once heir to the throne of the Austro- 
Hungarian empire, Otto von Habsburg 
received this year, at 57, permission to 
return home to Austria with his family 
after 50 years of exile. His father was the 
last monarch of the dynasty, which had 
reigned uninterruptedly for six centuries 
until the abdication of 1918. Now a 
political author and lecturer, Dr Habs- 
burg, as the former Crown Prince prefers 
to be called, renounced his succession 
eight years ago. He has written half a 
dozen books (Europe—World Power or 
Battlefield ?, The Social Order of To- 
morrow, etc) including a biography of 
his most illustrious predecessor, Emperor 
Charles V of Spain, under whom Habs- 


burg power reached its apogee. A 
recurring theme of this book—which 
appeared simultaneously in German and 
French—is that the present can profit 
from the lessons of the past, and Dr 
Habsburg is a tireless advocate of 
European and world unity. Much trav- 
eled, he is in personal touch with 
numerous Western statesmen. This ex- 
clusive Penthouse Interview was con- 
ducted by Paul Tabori at Dr Habs- 
burg’s villa on Lake Starnberger, some 
25 miles outside Munich, where Dr 
Habsburg was still living, pending his 
return to Vienna. He had lately revisited 
Vienna—a significant occasion—to de- 
liver his first public lecture there. 
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It’s good that an 
often-defeated man should 
now be at the head of the 

United States. He won't 

make rash decisions as 

some of his predecessors 
have done 


| think ‘the view of a 
European politician that the 
real winner in the streets 
of Prague was Mao Tse-Tung 
might turn out to be right 


Nigeria will prove to be 
nothing compared to what 
is going to happen in other 

African countries where 
artificial states have been 

superimposed on tribal 

realities 


If there were a nuclear 
conflict today it would 
make not the slightest 
difference whether there 
are 200 Russian divisions 
in Eastern Germany and 
Czechoslovakia—or a 
single one 


China’s paramount 
political objective is the 
“liberation” of the Asiatic 
nations under Russian 
influence or within the 
Soviet empire 
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myself a rootless foreigner. That was the greatest 
gift of those long decades | spent outside my 
native country. 
Penthouse: Were your own children affected 
in the same way? 
Habsburg: Not quite. They didn’t have the 
fundamental change from having lived in the 
Hofburg with one’s parents on the throne to a 
life in exile. They have been accustomed to 
living abroad all their lives—and for them, of 
course, the great event is going to be the return 
home. This is the exact reverse in their psycho- 
logical development to mine—under different 
conditions, of course, because 50 years have 
elapsed. 
Penthouse: Do you see much difference 
between the so-called revolt of youth, which is 
world-wide today, and the various movements 
of youth in, say, the 1930s? Today's students 
and youth leaders seem to many people to be 
rebels without a cause. 
Habsburg: | would say that the fundamental 
difference lies in the incredible acceleration of 
history. There was surely less difference 
between, say, 1830 and 1930, than there was 
between 1945 and 1955. So youth has to adapt 
itself to a rapidly changing world—a world 
which is to a certain extent frightening. | have 
had a chance of talking to many of these rebels. 
Lately | gave a talk in Vienna at the Sophiensdle 
to university students. It was the first public 
lecture | have given in Vienna. There were about 
1,000 people inside and a few dozen Com- 
munists demonstrating outside. | spoke about 
the relationship of freedom and the techno- 
logical revolution. A group of young anarchists 
present asked me afterwards to meet them for a 
separate discussion. Now these people, even 
though they do not entirely realize it, are first of 
all afraid of the loss of freedom implied in the 
proliferation of government machinery and 
public administration—a development un- 
questionably leading to a reduction of the areas 
of individual freedom. As far as this point goes, 
| believe their revolt is justified and must even be 
encouraged. The defense of freedom is an 
absolutely essential condition for the future. 
Secondly, they are protesting—though per- 
haps this is not always articulate—because they 
feel that the political institutions under which 
we are living belong to the 19th century, while 
the reality around them is the 20th century. 
There is such a discrepancy between words and 
reality. For instance, these anarchists in Vienna 
—though they were not the first to do so among 
those with whom | had discussions—were 
protesting against dishonesty in international 
relations. Now, you cannot maintain that such 
dishonesty does not exist. After all, take the 
activities of the United Nations—the lofty 
declarations of the Charter and then the way U 
Thant has acted in face of the Israeli-Arab 
conflict or the Soviet aggression against 
Czechoslovakia or the tragedy of Biafra. Now 
we older people have lived through a number 
of such experiences, but for the younger 
generation all this has a tremendous impact. 
Finally, | feel that today’s European youth is 
very aware of the technical, scientific and 
educational backwardness of our continent 
compared to some others. This, too, creates 
fear. Consequently, they revolt against their 


respective governments—though | think that 
such a revolt is unjust, for the governments 
involved can do precious little about it. The only 
thing that could be done about this state of 
affairs would be to wipe out the outmoded 
frontiers within Europe. 

Penthouse: Will your return to Austria mean 
changes in your work? 

Habsburg: As you know, | ama sociologist and 
a political scientist. | have devoted much of my 
time and energy to work for European unity and 
| shall continue this work, for it can never end. | 
have many speaking engagements, especially at 
schools and universities. As | said, it is the 
younger generation who have to find the way to 
balance fear and distrust, and | want to do what 
| can to help. Much of my activity has concen- 
trated on Austria—though mostly in the 
provinces—and this will become intensified. | 
shall be able now to take my family back to live 
in Austria—I don’t know yet where or when as 
it depends somewhat on solving the problems 
of my children. Still, after half a century the 
Habsburgs are going home. 

Penthouse: You have recently spent time in 
the United States, and you know President 
Nixon. Have you any views about him and the 
future course of the United States? 
Habsburg: Mr Nixon is a very courageous, a 
very hard-working and a very responsible kind 
of person. He is a man who always prepares 
everything very thoroughly and he won't make 
any rash decisions as some of his predecessors 
have done. You will remember his notable book 
about the six crises in his life. | am afraid that for 
anew edition of this book he would have to add 
a few new and highly dramatic chapters. One 
can forecast without any risk that whatever 
Nixon has faced in the past will prove to be 
child's play compared to what he is facing now. 
Penthouse: Do you think he has a special 
contribution to make to the presidency ? 
Habsburg: You must remember that President 
Nixon has one immense advantage over many 
of his predecessors. Few people in public life in 
the United States have known more cruel and 
more extensive defeats than he has. Now it is a 
basic truth that the only lessons we take to heart 
are those of defeat. So | think it's a good thing 
for the world that there should now be an often 
defeated man at the head of the United States. 
He will have a more open and pragmatic 
approach to his task than if he had gone from 
triumph to triumph, if he had been born to 
riches, if he hadn't had to struggle for his living 
—all of which has given him a down-to-earth, 
realistic way of thinking. Another facet in Mr 
Nixon's character is of importance. He is a 
strongly religious man who has a sense of 
responsibility, a higher moral responsibility— 
which is all to the good. 

As for Mr Nixon's policies, my impression is 
that there are two main points which Europeans 
ought to find encouraging. First, he is going to 
give Europe again her due place in the shaping 
of American policies. You see, we have now 
had six years of an “Asia first’ policy, and | 
don’t think there will be again a lack of proper 
emphasis on European interests. A second point 
of the highest importance is that Mr Nixon takes 
a dim view of certain aspects in the nuclear non- 
proliferation treaty. You will see a difference in 
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“1 didn't see your husband's face in the congregation this morning, Mrs. Frobisher’ 


He might have been king. Young Crown Prince 
Otto stands beside his father, Emperor Carl of 
Austro-Hungary, monarch of 51 million subjects, 
during World War |. 


the attitudes of Nixon and ex-President 
Johnson on this subject. He is not rejecting the 
as-yet-unsigned treaty, but he said that its 
confirmation has to be reconsidered in order to 
see first what the Soviet attitude will be. So | 
think we have good reason to be satisfied with 
the trend of American politics. 

Penthouse: Do you think, then, that Nixon will 
strike a balance between the doves and the 
hawks? 

Habsburg: Definitely. | think he’s going to 
keep to a middle road—just as he has always 
been a man of the center. Of course, the task he 
has in Vietnam will be the more difficult— 
because |, for one, am utterly convinced that the 
Soviet Union does not want the Americans to 
get out of South East Asia. You see, for the 
Russians China is a paramount problem. It is an 
essential interest for them to keep the Americans 
engaged on the continent of Asia. Despite all 
that Moscow declares publicly, | think that 
during the peace negotiations in Paris—which 
are bound to be protracted—there will be the 
most beautiful diplomatic maneuverings by the 
Soviet Union to keep the Americans in Vietnam 
while seemingly wanting to push them out. 
Penthouse: Perhaps there is a_ parallel 
between De Gaulle’s role in the ending of the 
Algerian war and Nixon’s in the ending of the 
war in Vietnam? 

Habsburg: Oh, there is undoubtedly. There is 
also a close resemblance to what Eisenhower 
was able to do about the Korean war when he 
succeeded Truman. A new administration 
always has possibilities that the old one, which 
took certain fatal decisions, hasn't. | think Mr 
Nixon begins with great opportunities. 
Penthouse: How do you assess the effects of 
the Russian invasion of Czechoslovakia? 
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Habsburg: | would emphasize that Czecho- 
slovakia has been a replay, in slow motion, of 
what happened in Hungary in 1956. The basic 
difference was only that in Budapest events 
were crammed, on the whole, into 24 hours, 
while in Prague they took a month. This is in 
itself indicative of the slow-down of the Soviet 
reaction—and of the weakening of Soviet power 
in action. The Prague events have confirmed 
information from within the Soviet Union that 
there was a serious power struggle behind the 
Kremlin walls before it was decided to invade. 
Several Russian leaders better informed about 
the realities of world politics were against the 
intervention, including Kosygin himself. But the 
military, who wanted to act, gained the upper 
hand, though it would be too soon to claim that 
their victory is final. This whole affair will have 
its epilogue within the communist leadership. 

The Czech military adventure proved how 
outdated the thinking of the Soviet marshals and 
generals must be. They declared publicly that 
they had to act in order to save the Warsaw 
Pact and maintain the security of the Soviet 
Union. Even worse, it seemed that they actually 
believed what they said. Such thinking in the 
nuclear age is absurd. The Warsaw Pact might 
be useful as a political weapon, as an integrating 
organ of conventional weapons, but as a 
military alliance it isn't worth the paper it was 
written on. To suppose in these days that for 
security it is necessary to occupy additional 
territory shows that their minds still cling to the 
pre-missile age. If there were a major conflict 
today, using the nuclear arms, it would make 
not the slightest difference whether there were 
200 Russian divisions in Eastern Germany and 
Czechoslovakia—or a single one. 

An interesting phenomenon is that the Soviet 
commanders of the forces that marched into 
Prague were all World War II leaders, and are 
therefore rather aged warriors. These generals 
hadn't acquired any practical fighting experience 
since 1945—unlike the Americans in Korea and 
Vietnam, the French in Vietnam and Algeria, not 
to forget the Chinese. They are about 25 years 
behind the times. They remind one of the French 
general who was defeated in 1940 not because 
he didn’t have fine troops and modern equip- 
ment but because he was still thinking in the 
1918 ways and could not deploy the strategic 
conceptions that modern arms require—the 
arms developed in the 22 years since that 
particular general fought his last battle. 
Penthouse: You said that Czechoslovakia was 
a “replay” of the Hungarian events, Would you 
expect the consequences to be the same? 
Habsburg: Well, | would say that the Czech 
events may represent only an intermediate phase 
—for the greatest event in the whole Soviet 
orbit is yet to come. It is most likely to happen in 


1972: China will possess intercontinental 
ballistic missiles. 

Penthouse: You consider this a decisive 
event? 


Habsburg: Perhaps the most important one 
in our century, You see, communism is going 
through a tremendous ideological crisis. The 
economic and social tenets of Marxism- 
Leninism date from the 19th century and, were 
inspired by the realities of the industrial 
revolution. Today, in the technological-scientific 


age, these tenets are just as outmoded as, for 
instance, barter in international commerce. This 
problem is causing tension in Russia among the 
politicians and technocrats—which we can well 
observe in the role of the computers. They 
haven't yet found the proper place for them in 
Marxist economics. Ideological uncertainty also 
weakens the communists in the Western 
democracies and has confused the communists 
of the non-committed, so-called “Third” World. 
It is a significant fact that in Western Europe 
more than two-thirds of the party-members are 
‘over 40—communist parties are ageing rapidly. 
Now, this ideological crisis obviously hurts 
the Russians more than it does the Chinese. The 
technological revolution is influencing the 
Russian economy to a far greater extent. Even 
more important, the Soviet political program 
is based far more on economic considerations 
than China’s policy. China uses primarily 
nationalistic arguments which are far more 
dynamic in their effect among the under- 
developed, rising nations. In the eyes of most 
new countries Russia is now a member of the 
imperialist establishment. This was clearly 
illustrated by the attitude of the Soviet delega- 
tion at the economic conference in New Delhi, 
held early in 1967, and the interview Patolichev 
gave in Pravda of March 30 last year. Many 
Communist parties are gradually slipping from 
Moscow's hold. 
Penthouse: Do you believe that China would 
actually use nuclear arms against Russia? 
Habsburg: She probably won't have to. What 
we must realize is that Mao's system is domi- 
nated by a spirit of extreme nationalism. The 
word “communism” is misleading and hides the 
simple fact that the present Chinese regime 
resembles far more what was called National 
Socialism in the Third Reich 25 years ago than 
anything that existed or exists today in Russia. 
Hitler's regime was always trying to expand 
German territory and to obtain satisfaction for 
real or imagined grievances. It is obvious that 
the same mentality dominates China today. The 
most recent slogan about the “Twelve Criminal 
Treaties”, which children are taught in school, 
shows this clearly. Of these 12 treaties, China 
signed two with Great Britain, one with Portugal 
—and the other nine with Russia. These treaties 
enabled Russia to create during the last three 
centuries the only surviving colonial empire of 
the world, with its organic constituents of 
Siberia, Outer Mongolia and Tannu-Tuwa. Red 
China is now determined to decolonize this 
immense territory. And if we examine how far 
China would be able to carry out this plan, we 
see that her chances are far from minor. 
Penthouse: And these chances might mature 
by 1972? 
Habsburg: According to the best available 
intelligence—especially Japanese intelligence, 
which | consider highly reliable on Asiatic affairs 
—the Chinese will have an ample arsenal of 
nuclear arms within three or four years. This 
means that the Soviet Union will be virtually 
paralysed in its relations with China. There is 
absolutely no doubt that China’s paramount 
political objective is this decolonization of the 
Soviet Union by the “liberation” of the Asiatic 
nations under Russian influence or within the 
Soviet empire. Once there is a nuclear deadlock 
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beautiful Cornish 
coastline has long pro- 
vided novelists and 
poets alike with a 
breathtaking backdrop 
or the fictive art. Well. 
Fiction may have its 
place, but personally 
we'll opt for Cornish 
act — especially when 
personified by Janet 
Pearce (“Kipper” to her 
friends), our palatable 
Pet of the Month. 
Toppingly turned 
(36-22-36)—and just 
turned 18—this English 
ass hails from St Ives, 
where a noted artist 
colony excitingly com- 
bines with swinging 
seaside resort. “It's a 
strange, unreal place,” 
says ‘Kipper’, “partly, | think, because the mixture 
of people is so unusual. There are lots of serious, 
really brilliant artists living there, like Barbara 
Hepworth, but also a lot of trippers, and even a 
hippie colony. You walk along the little quayside 
and there are so many different types of people 
rubbing shoulders that it’s unbelievable. Of course, 
it’s the fabulous coastline and the sea that attracts 
them all.” 

And talking of attractions, how come this lissom 
blonde got lumbered with so incongruous a label as 
Kipper—sometimes shortened to Kipp ? It turned out 
to be one of those parental day-of-birth blurtings 
that stuck. ‘Seems Daddy said | didn’t look much 
bigger than a kipper—and that was it.” 

Now transferred to a landlocked abode outside 
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London, our seaside 
stunner speaks nostal- 
gically of youthful days 
in the ancient duchy 
(the Prince of Wales is 
also Duke of Cornwall 
and has lately turned 
over the revenues of his. 
estates there to the state 
in return for a fixed 
income). “| used to like 
walking along the cliffs 
early in the morning, or 
sometimes at dusk, and 
thinking about things— 
you know, life, love, the 
future, the past. Also, 
don’t laugh, but | would 
think about the human 
soul. | really think it 
exists, whatever people 
say nowadays. When | 
was little, | remember 
asking an uncle of mine 
cahereSbots a person's soul is located. He thought 
a minute, and said he didn’t know for sure, but 
maybe it was right at the center of the body—you 
know, here, just behind my tummy button. | suppose 
it's a sign that | haven’t grown up much since then, 
but | still think that’s exactly where it is.’ 

Apart from this penchant for pixilated soul-search- 
ing, Janet also retains from those salty shores an 
enduring enthusiasm for surfing. “‘It's really a serious 
sport in those parts,’ she recalled. ‘I've been on a 
board nearly every summer since | was 13 and 
though I’m not expert like the men | don’t think I’m 
too bad. One of my ambitions is to surf in California 
or Hawaii.” If this sounds tomboyish Kipper quickly 
corrected the impression with the information that 
she likes ‘the kind of man who makes me feel soft, 


dependent. Older men really bring out the child in 
me, and | love it. And greying hair. . . well, it’s so 
reassuring and distinguished that it really turns me 
on. | know it's old-fashioned but | do feel that 
women just are inferior to men—in almost every 
way. So women should concentrate on being just 
that—women—and leave the rest to men. |’m sure 
everybody would be a lot happier.” 

Our sea-nymph’s future plans are suitably hazy. 
“One day, | suppose I'll meet the right man and get 
married. But I’m definitely not in any hurry at my 
age. Life is for living and the fewer plans you have, 
the freer you are to enjoy each day. Besides, I'd like 
to travel more and see the world. But if that doesn’t 
happen | won't be especially disappointed—| 
suppose Nature just endowed me with an easy- 
going disposition.” 

And it hardly needs adding, but Nature—as the 
adjacent pictures amply indicate—didn’'t stop there. 
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Winter had come to the Piney Woods and the 
fox sat alone in his freezing den, exhaling the 
top halves of exclamation points and shivering. 
He could easily have built himself a fire but he 
was too depressed. Indeed, he was too 
depressed to do anything. This depression arose 
from the stark incompatibility of two separate 
facts. Fact one: The fox was the vainest, 
vaingloriest, narcissisticest animal that ever 
there was, Fact two: He had got fat. 

He had got so fat that he could no longer 
bear to look at himself in the mirror. He had got 
so fat that he never undressed, not even to 
sleep, for fear of not being able to re-stuff him- 
selfinto his clothes. 

Now, over the previous months the fox had 
attempted to rectify the situation. He had gone 
on diets—43 of them, to be exact. But because 
he was an animal of little will, the diets were 
disasters. Steadily, inexorably, the fox had 
grown fatter. Now, in an agony of self- 
reproach he was casting about in his mind for a 
remedy—any remedy, no matter how far- 
fetched or improbable. 

Il go where there isn’t so much as a crust,” 
said the fox to himself, “and I'll chain myself to a 
fencepost, No, that’s no good,” he added, after 
a moment's reflection, “my enemies would 
bring me food.” He thought again and said: 
“(ll put my feet in a bucket of cement and have 
myself thrown in the river! No,” he added after a 
moment's reflection, “the water would be cold 
it might even be deep and I'd drown.” He 
continued to think up and reject other desperate, 
scatterbrained, and totally unworkable or 
death-provoking ideas 

He had almost resigned himself to reynard 

rotundity, when it suddenly struck him that 
maybe some tight-fitting, garment-like device 
could be fashioned which, once fixed in place, 
could not possibly be got off unless the wearer 
shrank inside it. The fox began to pace thought- 
fully. Perhaps, this time, he was on to some- 
thing... 
The more ponderous and uncomfortable this 
corset device, reasoned the fox, the more 
assiduously he would diet to get it off. He 
began to consider material and design. Cloth, 
no matter how thick, simply would not do. 
Wood? Perhaps, but at a pinch too easily bitten 
through. There was nothing for it but metal. 

The fox had been so deep in thought that 
when he sat down again he was genuinely 
surprised to discover that he was holding a 
triple-decker cheese-and-sausage sandwich in 
his left hand. He began to eat pensively. 

Then, all at once, he had it. He smiled a smile 
from the soul and finished his sandwich in the 
first real tranquillity he had known for months. 
He would be slim again. His path was clear. 
That very afternoon he would go to the black- 
smith’s, where he would cause to have 
hammered, and bent, and welded about his 
person—a pair of iron knickers. 

And that's exactly what he did. The black- 
smith, an elderly and unimaginative stoat, dis- 
charged his commission as if the construction of 
iron knickers for overweight foxes was a task he 
performed every other day. This irritated the fox 
but he took satisfaction, if that is the word, in 
the fact that the iron knickers were incredibly 
uncomfortable. Wincing and grimacing and 
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rolling his eyeballs with every step, he made his 
tortuous way back home. 

He was still some yards from his den when 
the rat and the toad, taking an after-luncheon 
stroll together, espied him and started hopping 
over. 

“Just my bloody luck!” thought the fox 
furiously, “the two unfunniest, self-styled wits 
in the whole Goddam wood!” 

“Kee-rist! Foxy!" croaked the toad. “What 
inthe hell have you got on?” 


“| am wearing,” said the fox with dignity 
(and in great pain), “a new slimming apparatus 
of my own design.” 

“Looks like a pair of iron knickers to me,” 
said the toad. “Haw! Haw!” 

“Iron knickers! Iron knickers!” squeaked the 
rat, and immediately collapsed in hysterics. 

“I've heard of stay-press trousers,” the toad 
managed to gasp through his laughter, “but this 
is ridiculous!" 

“Hey! | got a great title for a Dumas novel 
wheezed the rat: “Are you ready for it? The— 
The Fox In The Iron Knickers! Haw Hee Haa!!"" 

Soon the fox was the laughing-stock of the 
entire Piney Woods. But he was getting 
thinner. Oh, not nearly thin enough, as yet, to 
divest himself of the terrible iron knickers, but 
he was making progress, and at night he would 
lie in bed, his face contorted with pain and 
imagine himself, two months hence, svelte, and 
gloriously, blessedly—knickerless. 

After the fox had been a captive of the iron 
knickers for about a week, it chanced that he 
was sitting by himself in a little clearing by the 
brook. He was seated so as to be able to look in 
the water and admire his reflection whenever 
he wished, as his weight loss, slight though it 
was, had already fined down the lines of his 
face, and he was more in love with himself than 
ever. But when he again looked in the pool, he 
saw not one fox face, but two. 

He looked up. He blinked. He looked again. 

There, standing just on the other side of the 
water was the most beautiful, utterly ravishing 
vixen he had ever laid eyes on. His heart 
pounded. His blood raced, “Hallo,” he 
managed to say. 

“Hallo, big boy,” drawled the vixen, in a 
voice as sultry as a sauna, “How would you 
like a little—company ?” 

“| wouldn't say no to a little—company,” 
said the fox. And winked. And stuck his tongue 
in his cheek. And felt the coursing pulsations of 
his manhood well within him. 

And screamed. 

“What's wrong?” said the surprised vixen. 
“Are you in pain or something 2" 

“ARRRGGGGHHH ...” gurgled the fox, his 
eyeballs humming in their sockets. 

“Poor thing,” drawled the vixen, “let momma 
make it all better.” She began to wade over to 
the other side, where the fox was rolling 
around onthe ground. 

“Stay away from me, woman! For pity’s 
sake, stay away!” shouted the fox. 

“But why ?” said the vixen, “I don’t getit.” 

“And you won't, madame,” said the fox, “at 
least not from me. Oh, ooh, ooh! 

“Whatever's wrong ?” said the vixen. 

“For God's sake, use your eyes,” said the fox, 
who was somewhat recovered: "I am wearing a 
Pair of tight-fitting iron knickers!" 

The vixen looked, and saw, and considered 
the situation. 

Then she said: “Kinky, baby—but | like sex 
straight. Sorry.” She loped gracefully off and 
the fox never saw her again, 


MORAL: It is better to have loved and lost than 
never to have loved at all—so don’t make it 
harder for yourself by getting locked up in a 
pair of iron knickers. 
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Yoo merry 
a Ghristmas 
by half’: CHRISTMAS STORY BY PETER DRAFFIN 


It always surprised him how hard her 
gentle face could go. * 
she said. ‘Either you're in love or you're 
alone, but you want it both ways.” All that, 
just because he'd told her to go easy 
on the whisky 


ann Stewart spelt his name J-o-n. It was less ordinary. 

He'd been running from ordinariness all his life. He hadn't 
got as far away from it as he liked to think. He was of medium 
height with an unremarkable face with thinning hair. He was 
30. He was J-o-H-n at heart. 

He stopped typing. The clattering faded, its lack rang in his 
ears, and then silence. He pushed his chair back, crossed to 
the fire. When he poked the coals, the flame went out. He 
went down on his knees and blew them to life, red-faced. He 
wasn't used to open fires. He went to the window. The snow, 
like the rain in the poem he used to like, “softly everywhere 
descended”. It was Christmas day. He didn’t feel festive. 

“Gillian,” he called. Silence. Must have gone out. Crazy, 
with the snow and the drifts already three feet deep. It was 
good to have her out of the house, though. It had been a 
mistake, bringing her to Scotland. He went into the bare 
kitchen, poured himself a stiff Scotch and took it in to the fire. 
Firelight through the amber fluid. Hell. What a Christmas 
morning! 

The house belonged to Stevens, the director. Jon was 
working on a script for his new film. It'd been impossible in 
London, what with Christmas parties, drinks, girls and, 
mainly, Gillian. Get away from it all, Stevens had said. So Jon 
had taken her with him. Unintelligent. Stevens had promised 
Anglo-United a shooting script by the New Year. Then they 


‘God, you're selfish’, 


could talk about a budget. 

They'd been in the cottage ten days. At first it had been all 
tight. She read, he worked, and at night they enjoyed each 
other in the big old bed in the attic bedroom. The rewrite got 
tougher. It was a rotten script anyway—he’d always said so, 
though Stevens liked it. “Think of the tension, man," he'd 
enthused. “The two of them and they can't get away because 
of what they've done and they love one another but it’s hate 
as well, the impact, cut from big close-up of carving-knife, 
the argument in the kitchen, to a two-shot of them in bed, 
and then the young killer arrives. | tell you, Terry's a natural for 
that part, it'll be a great movie . . .” Fade-out, thought Jon, 
going back to the kitchen for the bottle. Stevens and his 
“great movies’. He'd made four B-grade thrillers on C-grade 
budgets, all flops. 

He sipped his drink. He'd wanted to be a writer once. He'd 
written a bad novel and it sold near enough to quarter of a 
million, He was famous and it was filmed. He'd been 25. Then 
he spent three years on a not-so-bad book, the story of his 
slow corruption and the landslides of dissillusion success had 
bought. It sold hardly at all. Now, at 30, he needed money— 
for the flat in Chelsea, the payments on the Aston Martin and 
the rest. So he was trying to rewrite an unreadable script 
called Prismatic Triangle. Charismatic camera angles reflect- 

CONTINUED ON PAGE 98 
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THE YULE SCHOOL: 
XN INSTRUCTORS’ GUIDE TO 


CHRISTMAS GIVING 


Photographs by Kenn Mori 


At Christmas play and make good cheer. 
For Christmas comes but once a year. 


Penthouse readers play all year ‘round, but those of us perplexed by the perennial problem of procuring presents will welcome the 
timely emergence of the Penthouse Yule School. To solve your Christmas crises, Penthouse produced an assemblage of experts 
and instructors in various fields of male interest. asked for their suggestions and photographed them at New York’s Madison 
Square Garden. Herewith Penthouse presents the class of ‘69 


T. Walker Lloyd, scuba diving expert and instructor, spends his free time diving for treasures. The equipment he is wearing, and he 
often takes more into the water, costs as much as the 1970 Ford Torino he is leaning against. Triton mask ($7.50): snorkel ($4.50) ; 
olympic 800 regulator ($100); oil-filled depth gauge ($37): all by Dacor. Tank ($87): CAM action snugpack ($25.95); flippers 
($18.95) : all by Swimaster. Nylon lined wet suit by Parkway ($69.95): Voit compass ($4.95); Richards long gun ($47.95); 
Nemrod pneumatic spear gun ($75); OEC bangstick ($29.95): Tapmatic spear gun ($150) ; Rolex diving watch ($230) : Nikonos 
Il ($324); Rolleimarin with flash ($944). For further details, write to T. Walker at Skin-Diver Magazine. 


Daigames hn 


Frank Clause, “The Bowling Schoolmaster” ranks third on the all-time list of perfect game bowlers; he has 11. Frank, when not 
bowling. spends his time giving tips at free Bowling Clinics throughout the country. He was in New York at EXPO AMF when we 
caught him with his 16-lb. Dick Weber All-Pro ball ($34.95). Seen him before? Probably the time he won $70,000 on Milton 
Berle’s TV Jackpot Bowling, making him this sport’s highest money winner ever. 


Noam Yerushalmi is an Israeli ex-patriot racing motorcyclist who is said to have done his part in defeating the Egyptian army not 
too long ago. Noam suggests a Harley Davidson 124 cc Rapido ($385). not a racing bike but an economical one that’s ideal for 
country cruising. Black leather jacket and trousers ready made or to order at Mr. Alex, 464 6th Avenue, New York 


Parisian Maurice Amiel had the kind of job everyone would like—top instructor at the fabulous ski resort, L’Alpe D’huez, France. 
Here he wears a Ljunberg Jacket ($55) . trousers ($40) ; Skaska-Parrott reindeer-skin boots ($45) and holds Kreiss| fiber-glass skiis 
with Geze bindings ($110-$250) : at the Alpine Ski Shop or Scandinavian Ski Shop. New York and all good ski shops. His watch: 
17 jewel, 18 kt. gold with sapphire crown by Audemars Piquet ($110) . Maurice's advice: lightweight skiis, fiber-glass for control: 
take lessons at any good resort ($10 an hour or $3-$5 a group session) . For those in a hurry, give a gift certificate to the Post Ski 
and Sport Shop. New York where a revolving Ski-Dek is used to teach both the fundamentals of skiing and the rules of the slopes. 
Indoors, in four half-hour lessons ($30) . 


Not usually seen at this end of a camera, Steve Schlesinger, nationally exhibited fashion photographer, holds two of the stand-bys 
of the expert: German Hasselblad for 35 mm buffs, and Japanese Nikon for 214”. For real ease, you won't go wrong with the Kodak 
Instamatic. While you're at it, treat him to a home study course with Famous Photographers Schools, located throughout the world. 
He'll study under names like Bert Stern, Irving Penn and Richard Avedon. 
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It is no exaggeration to say that the Beatles would not be where they are if it were not for recording engineers like Albert Grundy. 
Consultant to the industry, Albert is a director at the Institute of Audio Research in New York where professionals go to learn new 
technology. The complex sounds of today are making recording engineering into an art in which it is said, ‘the only bad sound is 
the one you didn’t mean to make.” 


Albert's choices for an excellent home stereo system include: Garrard SL95B automatic transcription turntable ($129.50 minus 
base and cartridge) ; AR-3a speaker in oiled walnut case ($250); AR receiver ($420 plus $20 for case) and AR turntable ($87) ; 
KLH model 40 stereo tape deck with Dolby noise reduction system and Ampex tapes. For traveling, picnicking, or beach, try 
Panasonic's FM stereo portable radio and recorder ($179.95) or their portable TV set ($149.95). Webcor’s stereo tape cartridge 
player with stereo speaker system ($139.95) is great for at-home or in-car use. 


Lionel Braun, gourmet, needs no introduction to Penthouse readers. His soliloquies on succulent seduction are already the mainstay 
of many a refined palate. These epicurean gifts are sure to guarantee good reception: Birds of a feather—pheasants ($15 a pair) ; 
male mallard ($5); partridge ($4.50). Crystallized ginger ($2 a jar); pears in syrup ($7.50 for a one-half gallon jar). All from 
Maryland Gourmet Mart, 412 Amsterdam Avenue, New York. Suggested guide: ‘’Great Dishes of the World’ by Robert Carrier 
($12.95) at Brentano’s. Mr. Braun is wearing a manor coat ($100 by Lord West Formals. His orange plastic coffee table ($94.50) 
is from Atelier Int., 139 E. 57th Street. New York, and he is spotlighted by a Sonnerman Orbiter lamp ($80) ; at good lamp stores. 


The ultimate in good cheer, says our “galloping gourmet,’’ is a methuselah (8 bottles )of Beaujolais ($36) or a rheaboam (6 
bottles) of Bordeaux ($27) from Sherry Lehman, 679 Madison Avenue, New York. Special Christmas bottles of Grand Marnier 
are now available at all good liquor stores (up to $20.40). And a few extra props for good living: giant pepper mill ($19.98) ; 
painted clam bake ($14.98); brass meat pounder ($9.98); soup tureen ($12.98). These are part of a wide range of gourmet 
and gift items that can be ordered (postage extra) from Maison Michel Ltd., Dept. PE129, Michel Building, New Hyde Park, New 
York 11040. The authentic zebra rug can be ordered (postage $1.25) from Hobi, Inc., Dept. PE129, 7 Delaware Drive, Lake Suc- 
cess, New York 11040. 


Though some Penthouse readers might dispute it, others will say that chess is the best game that two can play. In New York’s 
Bohemian Greenwich Village. at the corner of Bleeker and Sullivan. is the Rossolimo Chess Studio. Step in off the street and you 
are likely to find old men, prosperous citizens and long haired hippies playing side by side in silent concentration. Rossolimo 
Studio has New York's best selection of chess sets—everything from a handcarved set from Taiwan ($75) to official tournament 
sets ($35) . lonel Ronn, chess master and writer, shows one ($110) ona futuristic lucite chess table ($150) from Brentano’s. 


Elvin Jones is widely recognized as the world’s best drummer and an innovative creator in modern music. Elvin is a triple winner 
of the Downbeat poll of critics and readers. On his way to Europe to hold a series of percussion instruction clinics. he paused long 
enough to be photographed behind his own set of drums. Elvin’s latest Blue Note album: “The Ultimate Elvin Jones.” 


It took Tadashi Nakamura 16 years at the School of Scientific Judo and Karate to become a fifth degree black belt. The Master's 
schools are worldwide. and in New York lessons cost $3. Women and children are encouraged. The karate-gi (suit) is $8 but 
nobody can buy that black belt. If Judo or Karate is too much, try keep-fit equipment from Paragon of New York. 


Our expert sportsman here is Lee Wolf. well-known outdoorsman, movie producer and star of ABC-TV’s American Sportsman. Holder 
of many world fishing records, Lee holds the Garcia Conlon four star 2240C (under $30) gear by Garcia, Teaneck, New Jersey. 


Still haven‘t made up your mind? For the more conventional buyer, the ultimate in small status symbols: S.T. Dupont’s 18 kt. gold 
plate lighter: $125. Suberi Brothers (New York) cuff links of carved heads. gold background. diamond eyes ($155); tie tac ($45). 


For further details about any of these gifts, write to Penthouse at 110 E. 59th Street, New York, N.Y. 10022 


Introducing Supp-hose’ Socks. 
Sixteen times. 


Until recently, no one had very much of a 
problem deciding which color Supp-hose Socks 
to wear. 

Because men’s clothes came in pretty 
basic colors. 

And so did our socks. 

But clothes have changed. And our socks 
have changed along with them. 

So Supp-hose Socks now come in 16 
different colors. Everything from basic black 
to not so basic Antique Gold. For every activity 
from a posh party to a round of golf. For every 


outfit from a plain, dark business suit to 
a jazzy plaid. 

No matter what you're doing, no matter 
what you’re wearing, Supp-hose Socks can now 
make your legs look as good as they’ve always 
made them feel. 

There’s just one slight problem. 

From now on, it should be a little harder 
to pick out the right pair of Supp-hose Socks 
to wear. 

But, at least you know the pair you pick 
out will really be right. 


Supp-hose Socks. For legs of all ages. 


Another fine product of p@ Kayser-Roth. 


THE WAY 
OF THE 
WINDJAMMER 


Fashion by Ron Butler 
Photographs by Kenn Mori 


Grenadine Islands, West Indies The latest fashions in vacations—Windjammer 
cruises—combined with the latest fashions for vacations make for colorful ship 
shape styles for holiday isles. Year round in the lively Caribbean and West Indies 
groups of vacationers fly down, climb aboard any number of Windjammer sailing 
ships and set sail to their hearts’ content. The magnificent ships cruise from island 
to island, stopping at bustling ports as well as uninhabited Robinson Crusoe-type 
islands. All-inclusive rates are far lower than they are for island resort hotels, 
schedules are far freer and romantic opportunities far more numerous. (One 
recent Windjammer cruise boasted a record number of 26 single, unattached girls. 
Even the crew was smiling.) 

Except for couples, most of the passengers aboard are total strangers for the 
first half day: then the camaraderie in evidence is like a modern-day Mayflower 
crossing. As big ships sail from point to point, there are swimming parties, on- 
deck cook-outs, expeditions ashore for shopping in tax-free ports or exploring 
uninhabited islands, visits to native villages and snorkling in lagoons rich in 
exotic marine life and coral 


y 


Above: Deckhand Clifford wins applause from fellow crew 
members in a pair of ‘Mexican Summer” Contact Slacks 
by Miller, $10 

Right: Mate Hans weathers any storm in a zipper front pull- 
over boat jacket by Catalina Martin, $15. Matching swim 
trunks, $10 


One of the more popular Windjammer cruise services is that of Windjammer 
Cruises Inc. (P.O. Box 120, Miami Beach, Florida 33139) . Organized in 1947 by 
Capt. Mike Burke, these cruises now offer a unique opportunity for casual ocean 
adventure to people who are tired of plush and pampered resort vacations. With a 
number of outstanding ships such as the Flying Cloud shown here, a 1200-ton, 
208-foot, 3-masted former French cadet training ship, Capt. Mike remains the 
undisputed Onassis of the Windjammer cruise business. Passengers on the Flying 
Cloud are offered such luxuries as private johns and showers in each double bunk 
cabin, an always open pay-as-you-leave, honor-system bar, a plush galley with 
four large stabilized tables and overall accommodation for as many as 80 people. 
The cruises last 11 days. 


Hans’ horizontal- 
striped all nylon 
one piece full 
length swimsuit— 
for a dashing figure 
on land or sea— 

is by Gallagher, 
about $20 


SSS 


Left: Hans Schmidt, stalwart 1st mate of the Flying Cloud is seen on the ship’s 
dingy wearing ‘Topic’ print canvas beach pants by Jantzen, $10 

Above: For handsome deck occasions he wears a short sleeved, crew neck, 
Banlon knit, striped boat shirt by Leonardo Strassi, $11.95. His all-printed slacks 
of cotton and polyester are by Yorktown Sportswear, $35 

Right: His two-piece coordinated tie-jac and matching slacks are from the Port 
O’Call collection by Robert Bruce. Top: $12. Slacks $14. New, improved non-slip 
“Windjammer” boat shoes by B. F. Goodrich, about $10 
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THE STORY THUS FAR: Beautiful 19-year-old Wanda 
von Kreesus, the world’s richest orphan, has set out on a 
diabolical mission: to win personal power over the world’s 
top leaders by securing evidence of their past misdeeds or 
by trapping them into some new and scandalous mis- 
demeanour. Disguised as nuns. she and her nymphet 
companion Candyfloss (late of the Ballet Rose) gain 
access to the home of the President of France, There, after 
tricking him into believing she is the reincarnation of Joan 
of Arc, Wanda secures from the president an admission 
that he is not even French! With the signed confession 
now safe in the von Kreesus sch/oss overlooking Lake 
Zurich, our two adventuresses head for London. NOW 
READ ON! 


The 5th Marquess of Soddingham was 
running a morose eye down the Personal 
columns of The Times on the off-chance 
of coming across an easy touch—like 
the American lady, last month, seekg 
real live Lord willg instr slob-hsband in 
corr b’havr at Buck Plce grdn_ prty. 
Suddenly, his own family-name leapt at 


him out of the page: 
DOMINICK COCKBURN-CHUMLEY ... 


“Oh, cripes!"” he muttered, flopping 
back against the pillows and closing his 
eyes tight. “Please let it be Vanessa 
Greenberg saying all is forgvn, am 
wrtg; mummy snds her luv. Taking a 
firm grip of himself, he grabbed the 


paper with his other hand and read on: 
Call me at Claridges WANDA von KREESUS ... 


The young peer’s immediate reaction 
on seeing that dread name in print was 


to dive under the bedclothes, where he 
remained, quaking violently, for several 
minutes. However, as the shock-waves 
gradually spent their first force, Domi- 
nick began to rally. Six years had 
elapsed since that ghastly winter at the 
von Kreesus chalet in Gstaad, tutoring 
the 13-year-old Wanda in English and 
the English. She was now a young lady 
— indeed, with her father’s death (duti- 
fully recorded by The Times), the 
richest young lady in the whole world! 
Mumbling the family motto (“/argesse 
oblige”) the marquess .crawled out of 
bed and headed for the telephone. 


Wanda was enjoying her once-weekly 
butter-wallow when Dominick was let 
into the von Kreesus suite by a ravishing 
little lady’s maid with a wispy lace cap 
on the crown of her tumbling blonde 
tresses and catsuit of pink latex perfor- 
ated with hundreds of carelessly placed 
air holes. “I’m Candyfloss,” she said. 
“Wanda’s often talked to me about you, 
when we've been short of a good giggle. 
This way, if it please your lordship!’ 
Sidestepping the empty wooden 
crates stamped FORTNUM & MASON, 
Dominick followed the nymphet across 
a drawing-room and bedroom, into the 


suite’s stately bathroom. With her face 
clear of make-up and her hair tucked up 
inside a purple rubber bathing-cap, the 
19-year-old Wanda looked hardly any 
different from the adolescent she-devil 
of Gstaad. Her limbs and other anatomi- 
cal appendages had no doubt fully 
redeemed, by now, the extravagant 
promises of those tenderer years, but 
this Dominick had no immediate means 
of knowing, since the features in 
question were buried from the stemlike 
neck downwards in two-hundredweight 
of oleaginous yellow butter (BEST 
DEVONSHIRE: SLIGHTLY SALTED). 

“Hi, Dommie!"’ she sang out. “Take a 
seat and grab yourself a slice of 
pumpernickel.” 

As the marquess lowered himself, 
blinking, to a stool beside the bathtub, 
Candyfloss passed him the bread and 
butterknife, and balanced a plateful of 
sliced Virginia peanut-fed ham on his 
jittery knees. From the bathtub came a 
series of obscene squelches and fat 
sucking noises as Wanda raised herself 
to a sitting position, looking like a 
golden Venus all larded-up for a 
Channel swim. She stayed still, licking 
her lips, as Candyfloss reached across 
with a knife, scooped a blob of butter 


from the tip of her left breast, spread it 
over the pumpernickel, added a thin 
slice of ham and raised the tasty morsel 
to her mistress’s lips. “Pitch in, your 
lordship,” the Ballet Rosebud invited 
Dominick as Wanda chewed away, 
nodding her satisfaction. ‘I'll go pour 
us some champers.” 

They had started on the third bottle of 
Louis Roederer’52, and Wanda’s magni- 
ficent torso had been scraped almost 
clean, before the deal with Dominick 
was finally clinched. 

“Lesh geddit shtraight, dollies,” he 
mumbled, fingering a coy dottle of 
BEST DEVONSHIRE from under Wan- 
da’s armpit. “I'm to introduce you to my 
uncle’s butler as two nice girls from 
Switzerland, looking for experiensh as 
upshtairs maids in a stately English 
home. You, on your side, promise to 
quit the job after a week, when you shall 
pay into my bank the prinshely sum of 
five grand, in shterling. All right— 
where's the catch ?”” 

“| keep telling you.” Wanda stood up 
under the hot shower to let Candyfloss 
go to work with sponge and soap. “Sir 
Raven Crapp-Spowter, Prime Minister 
of Britain, is a guest this weekend at 
Bedbounce Castle, and it happens he’s 


the only European leader who hasn't yet 
signed my autograph book.” 

“In his own blood, natcherly ?” 
Dominick sniggered. 

“What else?” the two dollies sang 
out in sweet unison. 


The evening before Sir Raven’s arrival, 
Dominick took the new maidservant and 
her “little sister on a tour of those parts 
of Bedbounce Castle his uncle, the 
Duke, allowed the public to inspect for 
five bob a nob. One of the dungeons in 
particular fascinated Wanda. ‘Why the 
bright arclights, Dommie? Surely 
candles would be more in character?” 

“Well, eggtually, uncle hires this one 
out to the TV boys from time to time. 
See that hole in the wall, there? Said to 
have been made by two neighbouring 
prisoners, using their jolly old finger- 
nails!" 

As Candyfloss’s dewy lips pursed in a 
whistle, Wanda’s curled in an enigmatic 
smile. .. 

It was Candyfloss who raised the 
alarm, next afternoon, when the Prime 
Minister's valet, Wilson, plunged from 
the battlements into the muddy moat, 
breaking his collar-bone and fracturing 
one leg. “'! kept telling him,” she sobbed 
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hen in Rome, adjured St Ambrose, do as the Romans do. The phrasemaking canon’s dictum 
Wisrires referred to the wisdom of fitting in with Roman environment extant at the time, but 

contemplation of a modern aspect of the Roman scene like Marilu Tolo suggests that the advice 
remains as sensible today as it ever was. If that's the Eternal City’s scene, no trouble adjusting there ! 
Roman-statuesque in contour (35-22-36), Marilu was born within the seven hills, and remains in 
residence there, building a notable career in Italian cinema. Now 26, the memorable Marilu is a discovery 
of Carlo Ponti's—and who needs reminding that he's a man who knows a beauty when he sees one? 
Until then Marilu, tall (5ft 9in) and elegant, had appropriately essayed a career as a fashion model, with 
occasional sorties into television—one of which brought her to the attention of Ponti. “He signed me to 
an exclusive contract.” remembers Marilu, who speaks English, French and Spanish, “and | was thrilled.” 
She appeared in numerous films, but then began to feel that her career as an actress was suffering from 
an indiscriminate choice of parts. “At first, you see, | was only interested in the money | was making. 
So | played all sorts of roles | wouldn't dream of accepting now. After a while | began to see film acting 
as an art to be taken seriously, and | decided the only way | could develop my talent was to be free of 
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commitments to one producer.” 

Accordingly, Marilu terminated her contract with Ponti and struck out on her own. “Getting the right parts 
was hard but eventually the work started to snowball—l’ve done 20 films in the last two years.” These 
pictures, for connoisseurs of continental cinema, include Jean-Luc Goddard's L'amour 8 travers /es siécles 
and Le chant du monde by Marcel Camus. She also has two Italian pictures in the can, one directed by 
Valentino Orsini, the other by Salvatore Samperi. 

Viewing her cinematic progress, Marilu muses : "When an actress is starting out, she’s got to compromise by 
taking some mediocre parts in mediocre films. But once an actress does get a start, the important thing is for 
her to somehow stamp her own personailty on any role she plays. That's what | hope I've started to do 
recently, and | plan to keep on doing it.” 

Off-set activities include swimming, tennis, listening to pop music and reading. “What with my tight work 


schedule, though | can’t devote nearly as much 
time to my hobbies as I'd like to.” Cooking is 
Marilu’s most practical recreation, and her carne 
alla pizzaiola, rumor hath it, is a palate-pleaser 
extraordinary. Perhaps Omar Sharif could confirm 
this talent—he has been a constant escort of hers. 
Marilu’s hopes for the future are straightforward 
and to the point. “On the serious side.” she says, 
“I'd like to become a really first-rate film actress, 
whose looks are quite incidental to success. My 
feeling is that beauty may get you to the top but 
it can't keep you there—only expertise can do 
that.” Marilu also confided a more frivolous 
ambition: owning a Ferrari. “I've got a Flavia 
coupé now, and | love it, but—well, a Ferrari is 
something special.” 

For our part, we can only hope that Marilu’s 
dreams—both automotive and cinematic—come 
true. And if the lady’s determination—not to 
mention her readily observable attributes—are 
anything to go by, we'd one! she’s equipped to 
ensure that they do. 
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Order direct and Elektra will enclose a gift card with your name suitably inscribed. 
Include name and address of person to receive Zodiac album with the name you wish 
to be placed on the card. Please send check or money order (no cash or c.0.d.’s) for 
$4.08, postpaid, to Elektra Records, Dept. P, 1855 Broadway, NYC 10023. 

Delivery before Christmas guaranteed on all orders received on or before Dec.10,1960. 


also available in all record stores — find out more about yourself. 
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Now we have the pill and earlier there were other modern methods popularized by pioneers 
like Marie Stopes. But in the long dark ages of passion, ny 


What did they do when 
the lights went out? 


: . N_/ASANOVA, throughout his long and active life 
in and out of the feather beds of Europe, was especially fond of his golden balls. Even so great a lover as 
this had to contend with the mundane technicalities of contraception, and the balls he cherished were solid _ 
gold and 18 mm in diameter. Working on the theory that if the seed did not c ntact w 

there 


ein 


irth control. What did they do when the lights went out ? For many 


centuries the lack of female desire was considered a relatively safe sign that the woman would not conceive. 
% CONTINUED OVERLEAF 
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Swashbuckler (clamp spring shuts 
tight on any movement other than 
normal walking). 


And then, of course, going 
a step farther, there were 
chastity belts—but 
that's another story . . . 
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Sneezing and violent leaps 
(preferably backwards) by the 
beloved were hopefully 
advocated by the Hebrews 


Kong Fou, the ancient Chinese writer, 


wrote that to prevent conception the 
woman should “at the moment of ejacu- 
lation draw a deep breath and think of 
other things. Today we know better, for, 
if all the women who remained passive 
were to remain barren, the birth rate 
would probably be reduced by half. 
Popular too were violent post-coital 
movements on the part of the unfortun- 
ate female. Observing that coughing 
and sneezing produced violent abdom- 
inal spasms, the physicians of the day 
thought these same spasms might reject 
the sperm. Sonarus. the ancient Hebrew 
scholar, wrote: “The woman . . 
immediately after, must get up quickly, 
sit in a squatting position and sneeze 
several times”. Avicenna, almost 100 
years later, had a more dramatic varia- 
tion: “The woman should rise up when 
coitus is finished and then take several 
jumps backwards, sneezing at the same 
time and endeavouring to jump higher 
each time.” He further warned: “Great 
care must be taken in remembering to 
jump backwards, to dislodge the sperm ; 
for jumping forwards will cause the 
sperm to remain where it is”. And 
Rhazes, an Islamic physician in 923 
A.D., wrote that “to prevent conception 
she should sit on the tips of her toes 
and push at her navel with her thumbs. 
It would help if she smelt foul odours’’. 


An inside job 


In 1550 B.C., the Egyptians found 
that a primitive pessary of acacia and 
honey would prevent conception. This 
worked because acacia, as it ferments, 
breaks down into lactic acid—an effec- 
tive spermicide that is still used today 
as a base for many contraceptive foams. 
and creams. But early pessaries were 
not just limited to acacia and honey. 
Crocodile dung mixed with natron 
(native sodium carbonate) was also 
popular among the Egyptians. In India, 
where there was a shortage of croco- 
diles (and consequently, crocodile 
dung), elephant faeces were used as a 
replacement. Ali Iba Abbas in the 10th 
century in The Royal Book prescribed 
a pessary of salt and oil. All of these 


worked reasonably well because salt, 
like lactic acid, is an effective spermicide, 
lethal to living sperm in doses as small 
as eight parts to 100. 

Cleopatra (who clearly had a need 
for effective birth control) was an 
expert on pessaries and was permitted 
by the court physician to prescribe 
them for other women. In the second 
century, Sonarus (who seems to have 
had his fingers in every contraceptive 
pie) described a complete range of 
plugs, tampons and suppositories in his 
Gynaecology. It was the most complete 
list to be assembled for the next 17 
centuries. 

Most of the early pessaries had a 
gummy substance as a base—honey, 
cedar gum and oil were all frequently 
used—and other ingredients were 
thrown in at the discretion of the 
inventor. In 1200 A.D., Arabian pharma- 
cologists told women to “take the 
testicle of the wolf, and it must be the 
tight testicle. Rub it with oil, wrap it in 
wool, and insert it into the vagina.” 
The Aztecs in 1552 had their own 
brand of pessary: “And you shall push 
into the vulva the crushed herb of the 
calabash or cucurbita root and eagles’ 
excrement.” One of the more drastic— 
and fatal—plugs was that used by the 
women of the Basai Basin in Central 
Africa. They used finely cut grass as a 
pack which they jammed inside. Un- 
fortunately it was liable to form a solid, 
tortuous plug which stopped the normal 
body functions. It killed as many women 
as it saved from having children. 


Getting up steam 


Fumigation and douches used to be 
relied on heavily for contraception and, 
if properly performed, they were almost 
100 per cent effective. But it involved a 
ritual which most women weren't pre- 
pared—or equipped—to undergo. In 
1550 B.C., the Egyptians described a 
typical method. The woman would 
prepare by squatting on an ornate 
cooker with a “horn” inside her. The 
cooker had a small fire in it and the 
resulting fumes and steam (usually of 
charcoal and wax) were released 
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through the horn. This dilated the 
vagina and penetrated it with sperm- 
killing fumes and heat. For this to be 
effective, sex would have to follow 
immediately, and the woman also had 
to submit to a douche afterwards, using 
any one of the known spermicides. A 
refined variation was a wine-and-garlic 
douche which, though not as effective 
as the other means, certainly left the 
tantalizing fragrance of garlic in an 
unlikely place. Douching today, never 
completely reliable, is still a much-used 
method of contraception. Happily. garlic 
and wine are out, 


The unkindest cuts 


In South African tribes, fathers of too 
many children were crudely, and some- 
times fatally, sterilized, and among the 
Australian bush tribes an operation 
known as the “mika” was performed, 
not only on overly productive fathers, 
but on young layabouts as well. The 
operation (performed without any kind 
of anaesthetic and with sharpened 
stones as instruments) consisted of 
slitting the urethra so that the semen 
would be diverted and never reach its 
natural target. (The Koo/p/ tribe of 
Africa practised a similar operation on 
the indolent and the physically handi- 
capped with a piece of sharpened 
flint). Missionaries in Australia des- 
cribed how a suitably fashioned kanga- 
roo bone was introduced into the 
urethra at the base of the scrotum and 
pushed forward until it emerged near 
the glans. Then a “knife” made of stone 
or quartz was used to strip the urethra 
open lengthwise. A piece of bark .was 
put into the slit to keep it from re- 
opening. The men who had suffered 
this operation were easily recognized, 
said the same missionaries, as they 
stood with their legs apart while 
urinating. 

In Roman times, a form of disfigura- 
tion was practised called “‘infibulation” 
(from the Roman meaning “into a 
clasp’), This consisted of pulling the 
foreskin forward and inserting a brass or 
copper ring into it like an earring. This 
drastic solution prevented conception 
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Generally it has been the 
~ woman who has suffered most 
from mankind's experiments 
in birth prevention 


simply by making sexual intercourse 
impossible. In Germany in 1820, Herr 
Weinhold suggested the same treatment 
for all young men to curb the high rate 
of illegitimacy. He advocated a seal and 
a date on the ring, and when the young 
man was financially capable of sup- 
porting a wife and children the ring 
was to be removed. The plan was never 
adopted, which will surprise no one. 

Generally, however, it has been the 
woman who has suffered most from 
experimental doctoring. In the Malay 
Archipelago, the ovaries were removed 
to prevent conception. and as a further 
safeguard the uterus was. artificially 
turned over backwards by massage. 
As late as 1887 a form of this was still 
practised in the Dutch East Indies. The 
uterus was manipulated by constant 
massage until it eventually bent back- 
wards, causing a “kink” in the neck and 
preventing the sperm from coming into 
contact with the ovum. When the girl 
was ready to bear children, the uterus 
was massaged back into place. The 
woman could then normally become 
pregnant. 

The natives of Queensland in 1881 
still removed the ovaries from selected 
young girls before they reached puberty. 
These girls were intended as prostitutes 
for the young warriors, and because 
their secondary sex characteristics failed 
to develop the. girls soon began to 
resemble the young men they were 
meant to serve. They were only out- 
wardly identifiable by the long scar on 
their abdomen. 

In the 18th century, a small religious 
group under the direction of Eva Von 
Buttlar in Bavaria culminated all religious 
worship with mass copulation. Obvi- 
ously, drastic birth control measures 
had to be taken. And drastic they were: 
the women’s ovaries were crushed. 
Needless to say, a great many of the 
devout died during the process. Still 
more gruesome—though certainly effec- 
tive—was an operation practised by a 
tribe in Central Australia. Girls of 10 to 
12 years of age were chosen by the old 
men of the tribe, and subjected to the 
insertion of a roll of emu feathers. 
After a few days, it was yanked out, 
pulling with it most of the vagina and 
uterus which had become embedded 


in the feathers. Three weeks were 
allowed for healing and then the neck 
of the womb was cut vertically and 
horizontally, and kept open, with duck 
and eagle feathers. This wound was 
then greased with hot fat and allowed 
to heal. When it had, the vagina was 
then slit all the way across the perineum 
as far as the anal margin. The few girls 
who survived this “operation’” were 
called Eurilthas. 


Boy’s night out 


Of course the oldest method of birth 
control, still practised today, is co/tus 
interruptus. A variation of this love-me- 
but-leave-me practice allegedly used by 
the Oneida Community was called 
coitus reservatus. \t simply meant that 
the man reserved his climax: he would 
think of something less erotic (politics, 
cricket, or his wife, for example) and 
would let his climax subside while still 
retaining his erection, Sexual inter- 
course could theoretically go on for 
hours: the woman reaching several 
climaxes, the man repeatedly reserving 
his, depending on his willpower and 
his staying power. It is said that the 
Oneida Community relied on this as the 
sole means of birth control, and they 
were welcome to it. : 

(Today, a variation of coitus reservatus 
is used in the Orient to heighten sexual 
pleasure. The man withdraws at the 
crucial moment and applies ice-cold 
water to his genitals. After performing 
this rigmarole five or six times, during 
which time the woman is more than 
satiated, the male climax is allowed to 
proceed. Having been stifled so long by 
the cold water, the sensation is said to 
be like an explosion.) 


That about covers it 


From the obscure, and probably 
mythical, Colonel Condom came the 
name for one of mankind’s most prac- 
tical birth-control devices: the sheath, 
The idea obviously goes back a long way 
as a forerunner was used by the 
Djukas, a tribe in South Africa, where 


the women inserted a pod (similar to 
the milkweed). Alas this female sheath, 
while possibly effective, virtually re- 
moved any pleasure from the art of 
making love. In ancient and imperial 
Rome, the first condoms were made 
from the bladders of animals and were 
used for the prevention of infection, 
rather than for contraception. The 
animal bladders, carefully cleaned, pro- 
cessed and dusted with a fine, white 
powder were even used as a badge of 
rank, each rank being a different colour, 
The caecum of the lamb and sheep 
were preferred, as they were thin, 
permitted the maximum sensitivity, and 
had high tensile strength. These con- 
doms were used over and over and 
were kept in a vase of alcohol by the 
bedside. 


What was the contraceptive i 
invention that biographer Boswell 
used when he wrote of 


makinglove “in armour complete’ ? 


The Chinese, at about the same time, 
used oiled silk cloth as a type of 
condom. And the Japanese, being the 
ingenious people they are, went a step 
further and developed the kabuta-gata, 
a “helmet” made of tortoise shell and 
leather. It was used not only as a 
contraceptive, but as an aid to impo- 
tence. 

One of the earliest written descrip- 
tions of an animal bladder condom was 
made by Fallopius in 1564, and in 1597 
Hercules Saxo described another kind 
made of linen, soaked in a salt solution, 
and allowed to dry. In 1953 the British 
Medical Journal reported that an old 
metal box had been opened to reveal, 
of all things, condoms dating back to 
1790. These were made of a seamless 
animal membrane and were in packets 
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of eight. There was an outer wrapper of 
blue paper and an inner wrapper of 
white paper, and they were preserved 
in a kind of talcum powder. They were 
190 mm long (about 74"), 60 mm in 
diameter, and .038 mm in thickness; 
almost half as thin as the average 
condom today. The edge of the open 
end was turned over and roughly 
Stitched with cotton thread to form a 
hem through which a ribbon of coloured 
silk was threaded. 

Coloured ribbons seem to have been 
the thing at the time as they were 
mentioned in the New Description of 
Merryland (1741), saying “About the 
bottom is generally bound round with a 
scarlet ribbon for ornament’. Indeed, 
with the advent of easily obtainable 
condoms, the romance of seduction 
took on hidden meanings in literature 
of that period. Casanova describes 
condoms in his busting-out-all-over 
Memoires, and in 1716 a more des- 
criptive John Gay wrote in The Petticoat, 

The ‘New Machine’ a sure defence 

shall prove. 

And guard the sex against the harms 

of Love. 

The new condoms were discreetly 
talked of as “armour. Our man in 
London at the time, James Boswell, 
wrote several times that he made love 
in “armour complete” ; quite a revelation 
from Mr. Boswell. Earlier still, in 1714, 
in Panegirick Upon Cundums, it is said 
that the “intervening armour’ permitted, 

Joys untasted but for them, 

Unknown Big Belly and the Squalling. 

Brat. 

Sometimes described as the ‘‘soft 
answer to the scurrilous satyr’’, the 
condom was a breakthrough (no pun 
intended) in practical contraception. 
And oddly enough, women were the 
first retailers of these strange and 
wonderful devices. A Mrs. Phillips was 
the most successful merchant, advertis- 
ing to her customers to come to the sign 
of the Green Canister on Half Moon 
Street, presumably to ask for a packet 
of eight. 

Today, for the average Englishman, 
birth control is not much of a problem 
at all. Because, just like the headache it 
used to be, it can be effectively cured 
by simply taking a pill. Ot 
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An imbiber’s briefing 
on the festive cup 


by Lione! Braun 


BATTLES 


“Give me champagne and fill it to the 
brim. 

/1l toast in bumpers every lovely limb, 

/ challenge all the heroes of the skies 

To show a goddess with a Craven's 
eyes. ‘—Ear| of Chesterfield. 


The noble lord, a generous host and 
lover of Women and wine when not 
writing letters of paternal counsel to his 
son, could no doubt also have told you 
how to enjoy champagne, which, in a 
phrase, is: very slowly. Here jis the 
procedure. 

“Popping” of corks is not allowed— 
(sorry to disappoint some people for 
whom part of the fun has been the 
“pops’. You should remove the cork 
slowly'so the sound resembles a “sigh”. 
This releases the gas gradually through 
the wine. Removal of a cork requires 
some concentration. A bottle should be 
chilled to about 45°F. This will afford 
you maximum bouquet and taste. At 
this temperature, you will have reduced 
the gas pressure in the bottle to one 
atmosphere and will avoid any spurting 
out of foam and wine when the cork is 
removed. 

Next, the proper glass—what was it? 
The coupe. The very symbol of cham- 
pagne! | have a momentary thrill of 
expectation when a coupe is available, 
but even without it | close my eyes and 
recall this tale: 

“One féte day, Dionysius, Phoebus, 
Apollo and Venus decided to associate 
Helen with the enchanted juice of the 
grape by in the future raising to their lips 
a chalice molded from her breast. 

“Helen appeared with her attendants, 
and'the Princess of Greece stood up to 
gaze upon her, The veil which covered 
her bosom was lifted and one of the two 
globes was revealed, pink as the dawn, 
white as the snows of Mt. Rhodopus, 
smooth as the goat's milk of Arcadia. It 
is said that the Gods chose this moment. 
to look down from the heights of 
Olympus in order to contemplate this 
marvel through which life glowed like 
light through an alabaster vase. 

“With wax: provided by the golden 
daughters of Hymettus, the shepherd 
Paris, whose capable hands were raised 
in an attitude of adoration, took the cast 
of the breast, which looked like a 


luscious fruit on the point of falling into 
a gardener’s hand. 

“When Paris had removed the wax 
cast, the attendants hastened to replace 
the veil over Helen’s gorgeous breast, 
but not before her admirers had glimpsed 
a teat whose freshness was as tempting 
as a strawberry. 

“As soon as the coupe had been 
fashioned, it was handed to the suitors, 
each of whom raised it to his lips in turn, 
experiencing the divine illusion that he 
was drinking from the breast of the 
daughter of Jupiter and Leda.’” 

Actually the wide mouth of the coupe 
is unsuited for champagne. It does 
decree that you use a gaping mouth, 
which will cause the bubbles to break 


with rapidity. So what is today’s shape? | 


There can be no doubt that the tulip- 
shaped glass is preferred as it retains the 
sparkle and bouquet of this precious 
wine. 

Now let us go on. Second, remove the 
gold foil and twist off the wire cage. 

Third, stand the bottle upright on a 
solid flat surface gripping the neck with 
one hand, slowly working cork upward 
in stages. 

Fourth, as the cork begins to give, you 
may tilt the bottle to a 45-degree angle 
and gently ease the cork out with thumb. 
and forefinger of the right hand. 

Fifth, pour slowly, sip-and enjoy ! 

At what age should champagne be 
drunk ? As a general rule within eight to 
10 years if it's a vintage champagne. If 
storage conditions have been ideal and 
the vintages are great it may last for 50 
years or more. | enjoyed the 1952 Moat 
during 1969 and had the thrill of drinking. 
a 1911 bottle as an aperitif, Both 
vintages were fully alive and kicking, 
and beautiful bottles of wine. 

André Simon who, at the age of 93, 
has done more through his writings 
than any individual to arouse an intelli- 
gent interest in gastronomy in America 
and England, has written: Champagne 
is the best of all wines—at times.” No 
wine is best all the time; it depends on 
our tastes and moods. For an aperitif, 
perhaps, only the gin martini can give it 
‘competition. 

The name champagne comes from an’ 
old province east of Paris, west of 
Lorraine and north of Burgundy, where 


PURTING ON ULE "INFULL. 


the subsoil is white and chalky. Perhaps 
no place else in France will you find a 
province that can compare with Cham- 
Pagne for the great variety of nature, the 
glories of her war deeds and the fame of 
her Wine. ! 

Traveling by automobile from Paris 
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during the 1968 harvest, | found myself 
at Meaux, a small village on the River 
Marne (really a modest stream) some 
25 miles from Paris. It was here that two 
of the great battles of World War | were 
fought—the first in 1914 when Joffre’s 
“taxicab” army stopped the German 
army. and the second in 1918 when 
Marshal Foch successfully counter- 
attacked with the aid of American forces. 

The story of the part played by 
champagne in the first battle was told to. 
me by my driver, partially in English and 
partially in French. Apparently the 
Germans swept into the heart of the 
champagne country, occupying Rheims ; 
Chateau Thierry and Epernay were 
evacuated. Next day the Kaiser's forces 
crossed the Marne to within 30 miles of 
Paris. But the Germans never reached 
the Seine. 

One of the reasons was the great belt 
of marshland known as Marais de Saint 
Gond, which has proven to be an 
obstacle to invaders throughout France's 
history, With Moroccan troops to keep 
the Germans in the marshes. Joffre 
issued his famous order of the day that 
resulted in the Battle of the Marne. The 
story goes that the French forces found 
one abandoned lorry after another with 
tires ripped by the broken glass of 
destroyed champagne bottles, and that 
many German prisoners were overcome 
by champagne rather than fear. 

Later | visited Chateau Thierry. Known 
as the American battleground in 1918, 
where a monument and park is main- 
tained by the U.S. for the residents. 
Along the main road, Route Nationale 
No. 3, one can see the slopes on both 
sides of the Marne lined with vines— 
sometimes one rolling acre after another. 
sometimes neatly tended ribboned 
patches of grapes. The gourmet or 
traveler will find two rewarding things 
as he motors in the champagne country 
—fine cooking and a great Wine, though 
there is also a charming little red wine 
that goes by the name of Bouzy. 

Arriving at Epernay, you learn rather 
quickly that this town of 20,000 inhabi- 
tants produces almost as many bottles 
of champagne as Rheims. It is right in 
the center of the wine country and the 
people devote more time to champagne 
making, General de Gaulle has pro- 
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nounced Epernay: “La capitale de la 
champagne". 

The (Remois) people of Rheims see 
little amusing in those words and | for 
another must raise a glass to a few of the 
Rheims .champagne houses: Ruinart 
Pére et Fils, Roederer, Lanson, Piper- 
Heidsieck, Krug & Co., Taittinger, and 
Laurent Perrier. All of them are without 
peer and many are rich in history. 

Some of the names in the guestbook 
of 1814 at the Epernay headquarters of 
Moét & Chandon are; PGHF Alexander, 
Tsar of all the Russias, Francis // 
(Napoleon’s father-in-law), the Dyke of 
Wellington, Prince von Metternich. And 
that’s aside from Napoleon's visits of 
both an informal and state nature. 

It wasn't until 1715, when the Duc 
d'Orléans became Regent of France and 
the country embarked on one of the 
most rip-roaring decades in its history, 
that champagne took its place as the 
potion of pleasure at the Palais Royal. 
The Regent, was, surrounded by cour- 
tesans and “‘roués” and the pursuit of 
‘pleasure became the main aim at all 


POULET 
AV’ 
CHAMPAGNE 


(Chateau de Saran) 


Ingredients: 

1 34-to -4lb. chicken (whole) 

3 tbs. peanut oil 

1 cup yellow onions, chopped fine 

4 cup Cognac 

2 cups or $ bottle Moét & Chandon 
brut champagne 

1 tsp. kosher salt 

4 tsp. freshly cracked white pepper 

3 cup light cream 

3 tbs. all-purpose flour 

3 tbs, butter 

1 black truffle, chopped 

Optional: 3 medium-sized fresh mush- 

rooms, thinly sliced and lightly sautéed 

in butter. 


1. Preheat oven to 375°, 


WASHING BOTTLES. 


social levels. Can you imagine partici- 
pating at one of these candlelit pezit- 
soupers with 12 ample girls, briefly 
dressed as Bacchantes, each carrying a 
basket containing a bottle of cham- 
pagne? The Abbe de Chaulieu reported : 
“Hardly did it appear . . . than it passed 
from my mouth to my heart.” A less 
romantic comment came from the 
Regent’s mother, Princess Charlotte- 
Elizabeth of Bavaria, who stated in a 
letter: "When my son gets tipsy, it is not 
on strong drinks or spirituous liquors, 
but on the pure wine of champagne."” 
Whichever way it takes you cham- 
pagne is a joyful, dancing drink, and 
visiting the Champagne province during 
the harvest coincides happily with the 
hunting season—with pheasant, thrush 
and quail plentiful. This is also the home 
of Brie cheese and its noble cousin 
Coulommiers. Fresh-water fish are 
plentiful and sometimes prepared with 
champagne nature (no-bubble cham- 
pagne), as is the marvelous Poulet au. 
Champagne from Moét's Chateau Saran, 
adapted here to the American kitchen. 


2. Tie up or truss the chicken. Heat 3 
tbs. of peanut oil in a heavy iron pan. 
Gently brown the chicken all over in the 
peanut oil. Add the chopped onions. 
Simmer until the onions are transparent 
(about 5 minutes). Flame the chicken 
with one-third cup Cognac. Remove the 
chicken and carve in serving pieces. 

3. Add to the pan 2 cups Moét & 
Chandon brut champagne, 1 tsp. kosher 
salt, 4 tsp. white pepper. Bring to boil. 
Return the pieces of chicken to the pan. 
Cover and cook in a preheated 375° 
oven for 25 min. Remove from the oven. 
Remove the pieces of chicken. Remove 
the skin. Keep the chicken warm. 

4. Strain the sauce. In a ti ed 
copper pan, melt 3 tbs. butter. Mix in 3 
tbs. all-purpose flour. When bubbling, 
but not brown, add the strained cham- 
pagne sauce, stirring with a whisk until 
it comes to a boil. Add $ cup light cream. 
Add the chopped truffles (and mush- 
rooms if desired). Adjust seasoning. 

5. Arrange the chicken in a serving dish. 
Spoon the sauce over the chicken. 
Serve with boiled rice or pilaff. 


MAN 
AND 
MEGAMUM 


A graphic exploration of the 
entertainment potential of a solemn area 
of the human condition—the dominant 
female and the masochistic male. In 
these figmental fragments our artist 
fashions Mother Figures tormenting their 
tamed victims with inspired ingenuity. 
no doubt to the victim's tremulous 
delight. Forestalling psychological 
quibbles, we should disavow any 
intention of serious commentary—except 
perhaps on the state of the perpetrator’s 

psyche... 
by Paul Psorakis 
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GROOM AT THE TOP... 


In days of old when knights were 
bold, only Arthur could dislodge 
the sword, Excalibur, from the 
stone in which it had been em- 
bedded—and thus he became king. 
Today, opportunities for deeds of 
daring are scarcer, and we have 
to go in for virility by association. 
So it was only a matter of time 
before “Excalibur” popped up on 
a toiletry label, and sure enough 
it's on a new cologne from Avon 
for Man. The clear glass bottle 
has a recessed bottom to give a 
suitable impression of a stone, and 
a sword embossed on the rear of 
the bottle appears to be actually 
driven into the stone, especially 
when you shake the bottle 
vigorously in strong light, Excali- 
bur is also available in the form of 
soap designed “for the modern 
knight who strives to lead a totally 
noble life.” 

Today, men’s toiletries are sold 
not for the pleasant way they 
smell but for what they contain— 
vigor, vitality and violence. In the 
past, when a man wore after-shave 
lotion or cologne he had to be 
tough. He had to defend himself 
when spurned as a sissy, a dandy, 
or worse by men whose heads 
itossed high into the air and whose 
nostrils dilated wildly at the very 
scent of him. Today, he still has to 
be tough, but for different reasons. 

Men’s toiletries are suddenly so 
ferocious that there's a touch of 
derring-do for less-than-robust 
males in aspiring to wear them. 
Drug counters and exclusive little 
department-store “men’s bars” all 
over the country now feature such 
two-fisted fragrances as Swagger, 
Jaguar, Black Watch, Mark II, Jet, 
Brut and Studd. They come in the 
manly scents of copper, hickory 
smoke, bitter lime and brandy. 
Some have actual rocks and stones 
in them for added punch. Others 
come in the form of simulated gin 
and whisky bottles, rum kegs and 
brass urns. 

This year, in place of neckties 
and jockey shorts, men can expect 
to find such husky items in their 
Christmas stockings as imported 
whale soap, or soap containing 
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actual grains of sand from Arabia 
(it cleans the pores). Hess's 
department store in Allentown, 
Pa., has a cologne called Kanon, 
imported from sexy Sweden. It 
has a seltzer-type spray spigot 
built into a silo-shaped container. 
From the Aramis company comes 
a $50 collection of soap, .oils, 
sprays and lotions packaged in a 
tural free delivery type U.S. Mail 
box. (Male box, get it?). 

In the not distant future, men’s 
toiletry counters will no doubt 
feature such items as exploding 
soap, guaranteed to remove a 
finger or two each time you carry 
it into the shower, or bottles of 
aftershave lotion each containing 
a genuine live piranha _ fish. 
Meanwhile, with industry figures 
already pointing to record holiday 
sales in men’s toiletries, you've 
been warned. Open all Christmas 
gifts with extreme caution. 


The Mad Hatter 
ee 
No, it isn’t a new French-style 
haircut. It's a Hudson's Bay hat 
for snowy slushy weather (when 
no one cares how you look) by 
the Halston Co., worn with a 
matching fur collar. 


Lassy come home 

SS 
Irish girls are credited with 
two well-known characteristics: 
peaches-and-cream beauty and 
strict moral upbringing. They are 
also. shy, a personality trait 
attributed mostly to the Irish male's 
lack of interest in them. “An 
Irishman,” said one recent 
journalistic philosopher, “is the 
only man in the world who will 
climb over the bodies of a dozen 


naked women in order to get toa 
bottle of stout.” 

So we were surprised to find 
members of the Irish Export 
Board employing for publicity the 
photograph of a lovely young 
colleen daringly dressed in 
Blarney Sports Socks by Martin 
Mahony Brothers, a pure cashmere 
scarf by Crock of Gold Ltd., 
genuine pebblegrain leather gloves 
by George Horn Ltd., and nothing 
else (picture opposite). 

There wasn’t a glass of stout in 
sight. 


Dress optional 

SS SSeS 
Though book reviewing—or even 
teading—is not normally on my 
beat, | must make an exception 
for a book called Dress Optional, 
the revolution in menswear 
(Dufour Editions, $8.95). Its 
author is Rodney Bennett-England, 
the very same young man who 
each month pens the “Groom 
at the Top” column in the Euro- 
pean edition of Penthouse. (1 tried 
the byline “Ron Butler-United 
States” my first month here, until 
somebody inked it out). 

The book examines the develop- 
ments in menswear through the 
ages, and, as the jacket puts it, 
the “influences at work behind 
each item of clothing that makes 
up a man’s wardrobe.” Amusing 
informative chapters deal with 
design, manufacturing and 
materials, a look at the past and a 
probe into the future. If fashion 
fascinates you, you'll enjoy the 
book. 


Non-scents 
[Se 
Scribbled on the back of a press 
release just received on Arrid’s 
new extra-dry unscented anti- 
perspirant spray : 
There was a young tackle 
named Gower 
who smelled very much 
like a flower 
In the huddle his image 
wasn't fit for a scrimmage— 
Now with Arrid he’s 
the man of the hour. 


Purity belted 
eT 
While we shiver under the first 
cold breath of winter, the new 
summer beach season is just 
getting under way down at Mar del 
Plata, Argentina’s famous ocean 
resort. Latin lovelies there have a 
hot new fad in belts: leather and 
chains decorated with tiny pad- 
locks. They're advertized and 
marketed in all seriousness as 
“Chastity Belts.” 


Can | use your can? 

[a 
If you're turned on by word 
derivatives, as many are, you'll be 
interested to know that the word 
“john” for bathroom comes from 
the old English word “jake.” Long 
before indoor plumbing, a jake 
was a fellow who made his living 
by digging slit trenches or troughs 
used for you know what. To prove 
that bathrooms have come a long, 


long way since then, Martex, 
the towel people, along with 
Cabin Craft, those little old rug- 
makers, and Mirafoam, makers of 
fake fur pillows, have come up 
with the ultimate in bachelor 
bathrooms. The towels have a 
jungle-print motif, redwood 
panelling provides warmth, and 
there is plenty of storage space to 
enable the man of the house, the 
normally not-too-neat bachelor, to 
put things away painlessly. 


Blass‘s hour glasses 
EES 
About a year ago, Vantage (the 
Hamilton Watch Co.) and Bill 
Blass (the American fashion 
designer) put their tick-tocks 
together and came up with a group 
of high-fashion precision-made 
watches. The collection consists 
of 12 beautifully designed contem- 
porary timepieces, all with 
17-jewel movements and one-year 
guarantees. They sell for $35 to 
$45. Because we think they're 
good-looking and appropriate for 
Christmas, we're showing some 
here. 


in 


WEIBEL 


= 
CALIFORNIA 


Hay RU g 
Ss 


This is Bolle No 8114860 
Ahlarally 


Weibel Brut. Fit for a king. 
Tf there is still one around. 


The demise of royalty does leave a little more Weibel Brut 
for the rest of us. But not too much more! 
Unfortunately, the reticence of the precious, demure and 


shy-bearing white Chardonnay grape (and our insistence 
on choosing as we're picking them) limits the availability of 


Weibel Brut Champagne. 
If you haven't found a bottle for yourself, please keep 
trying. History is on your side. 


Weibel © Champagne 


hampagne and Wines of California 


0 


From the Masters of 


Weibel Champagne Vineyards, Mission San Jose, California 
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Divorce causes complications in Italy 
for a reason different from the upheavals 
of other countries: there isn't any. 
Reformers essay legislation, but mean- 
while divorce Italian style is either to 
shoot the wife’s lover, if one loves the 
wife, or shoot the wife if one wants to 
marry someone else. Consequently 
extra-marital relations tend to be an 
afternoon business, and it is said that 
no self-respecting Milanese business- 
man lacks a mistress in Rome (and 
Milanese businessmen are always in 
Rome trying to coax action out of the 
civil service). Meanwhile the husbands 
of the Roman wives are doing the same 
thing in Naples, and so on all the way 
down to the toe of Italy, and thence to 
Sicily, where it is worse. 

There is one snag. Few Italians object 
to having a lover. But all Italians, male 
and female, object strenuously to their 
spouses having lovers—and that is 
where Tom Ponzi comes in. He is the 
biggest and most important private eye 
in western Europe. If a husband 
is suspicious he calls Tom Ponzi. 
If a wife is sucpicious, she calls 
Tom Ponai. If a father worries about his 
daughter, he calls Tom Ponzi. Clients 
of his range from ex-King Umberto of 
Italy to small peasants of the Abruzzi 

It is difficult to exaggerate Tom Ponzi. 
He is a compendium of what private 
eyes are supposed to be and so seldom 
are. His girth reminds one of Nero 
Wolfe, but his physical toughness is 
more like Mike Hammer. His love of 
good food and wine is James Bond, and 
his uncomplicated dislike for wrong- 
doers resembles Inspector Maigret. He 
has three offices in Milan and Rome, a 
staff of 200 full-time and part-time 
detectives, several helicopters, several 
teams of frogmen, and a fleet of 70 cars 
(including six Ferraris and four 
Maseratis), a hydrofoil and a one-man 
submarine. In order to get a press pass 
and press facilities he publishes an 
extremely well-informed news-letter 
called Tiber News, giving inside tips 
on many stories of the day, both social 
and political. 

The Tom Ponzi phenomenon can be 
understood best by studying the factors 
that shaped his life. He was born in 1921 
in Forli, not far from Bologna, one of 
three brothers and two sisters, children 
of a tax collector. Forli was the birth- 
place of another chunky Italian, Benito 
Mussolini, and Tom grew up in an 
unabashed Fascist atmosphere. When 
the war ended, the family was split up, 
pursued by partisans and Communists 
demanding vengeance. Ponzi fought 
back with fists, feet, iron bars, anything 
that came to hand. He estimates he was 
involved in more than 1,000 street 
brawls in the turbulent days that followed 
the war and the collapse of Fascism. 

In 1946, while he was attending a 
political meeting, the opposing party 
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Erring spouses 
might as well give 
up and confess, 
once Italy’s Tom 
lo) ay-4)m wre loss} (e] aloo fm co) 
the trail 


by Geoffrey Bocca 


ADULTERY 
AT YOUR 


tossed a bomb through the window. 
Everyone fled for cover except Ponzi 
who picked the bomb up and tossed it 
into the street where it exploded at 
once. 

He started to try his hand as a private 
detective with little success. In those 
days few Italians had the money to pay 
for a luxury like a private eye. Early one 
morning—his favourite time of day— 
he saw three armed bandits holding up 
the caretaker of an apartment block. 
Ponzi stuck his finger into his pocket, 
Jabbed it into one man’s back and said: 
“Make a move and you're dead’. He 
then casually disarmed them and walked 
them at their own gunpoint to Milan’s 
nearest police station. 

But it was in 1956 that his fortunes 
spectacularly changed, when he found 
himself the central figure in a human 
drama that made headlines not only 
in Italy, but in the New York Daily 
News, La Prensa of Buenos Aires and 
the London Daily Express. |n the village 
of Terazzano, near Milan, two insane 
brothers called Santato, armed with 
revolvers, burst into the local school, 
held up teachers and pupils and barri- 
caded themselves in. They warned that 
they would shoot all the children if the 
police tried to enter. To show they were 
serious they dangled one terrified child 
out of an upstairs window. For two 
days, they held hundreds of police at 
bay. Distracted mothers sobbed and 
fainted. Priests prayed on their knees for 
the captives, and begged the brothers 
to give themselves up. Meanwhile 
hundreds of reporters and photographers 
sent bulletins around the world. 

Ponzi, decided to take a look. He 
studied the upstairs room in which the 
Santatos had herded their captives. He 
came to a sudden conclusion: the 
gunmen were bluffing. They were 
merely enjoying the attention they were 
getting. 

Persuading a local worker called 
Gennaro to let him have a ladder, he 
leaned it against the upstairs window 
and climbed up. Though two rungs 
broke under his great weight, he kept 
going, followed by the equally intrepid 
Gennaro. One photograph flashed 
around the world showed Ponzi’s vast 
QOddjob buttocks clambering into the 
window. The brothers stared at him, 
mouths open, their guns pointing but 
their trigger fingers frozen. From below 
the spectators saw a ham-like fist 
rising and falling as Ponzi felled first one 
then the other. Then he appeared at the 
window holding two guns aloft as 
trophies of victory, and he was cheered 
like a soccer star scoring a winning 
goal. It was a brilliant feat which in the 
confusion that followed produced a 
tragic epilogue. While the crowds milled 
around Ponzi and mothers scooped up 
their children, the police compounded 
inefficiency with criminal negligence. 


A policeman’s gun went off and 
accidentally killed the brave Gennaro. 

From then on Ponzi’s reputation was 
made, and his fortunes soared steadily. 

Though Ponzi handles any kind of 
case, they have shaken down over the 
years into two major categories: marital 
relations and industrial espionage. One 
of the principal troubles faced by any 
business organization is that there is no 
crime in stealing an /dea. If a firm buys 
an employee from a rival firm, he can 
pass along all his old employer's 
secrets, and ideas worth millions may 
be lost—but as long as no plans or 
papers are stolen the police cannot 
intervene. This is where the private 
eye can keep an alert eye on the 
employees, becoming immediately sus- 
picious, for example, if a junior executive 
earning £2,500 a year is seen driving 
expensive sports cars or buying cham- 
pagne for girlfriends in nightclubs. 

But it is in marital relationships that 
Ponzi has made his name. Arguably, 
only an Italian could have become such 
an important figure through such work, 
thanks to the complexity of the man- 
woman relationship in Italy. Private 
eyes investigate marital relationships in 
most Western countries, but they are 
considered rather sordid figures. In 
Italy, if one can make any kind of 
comparison at all, it is with that of the 
chef in France. In all other countries the 
chef is considered a servant—an ele- 
vated servant, but a servant. In France 
he is not considered a servant in the 
remotest sense. He earns the Legion 
d'Honneur, andis received by Presidents. 

Ponzi is not likely to be received by 
the President of Italy but his shadow 
looms large in Italian married life. 
Despite the absence of divorce in 
Italy, severe financial penalties can be 
imposed on the guilty partner in a case 
of legal separation, and the financial 
aspect is intensified by the chronic and 
morbid jealousy of the Italian, male or 
female. The nightmare of the Italian 
male is that he might be a cornuto, or 
cuckold. If you want an Italian to kill 
you, close your fist save for the index 
and little fingers and jab those fingers 
in his direction. This symbolic double- 
horn means that everyone knows his 
wife is being unfaithful to him. Once 
either partner of the marriage starts 
suspecting, Milan 345-6000 is dialled— 
the number of Ponzi’s head office. 

In one case a Milan businessman was 
certain that his wife was being unfaith- 
ful. The fact that he could find no 
proof whatever maddened rather than 
calmed him, another typically Italian 
trait, rather like the Frenchman adding 
up his restaurant bill and getting angry 
because he cannot find an error in it. 
When Ponzi was given the assignment 
he asked himself: “Where does a rich, 
beautiful, idle Milanese woman spend 
most of her time?” Answer: the 


hairdresser and dressmaker. He tailed 
the lady, whom we will call Adriana, 
and found she was in the habit of going 
to the hairdresser two or three mornings 
a week, dismissing her chauffeur with 
instructions to return in the evening. 
She did not emerge all day. 

Ponzi put men at both front and 
back entrances, and found she went 
straight out through the back door, 
took a taxi to the airport, caught the 
plane to Orly in Paris, where her French 
boyfriend was waiting to whisk her off 
to his garconniere for an afternoon of 
amour. Afterwards he drove her back to 
catch the return flight. From the airport 
she took a taxi to her hairdresser, 
emerged to find her chauffeur, and was 
always home, beautiful and serene with 
a cocktail ready for her husband when 
he returned wearily from work. 

Ponzi’s hidden cameras went_on the 
job. They followed Adriana to Paris. A 
room was hired overlooking the 
Frenchman’s studio, and pictures were 
taken of the couple in compromising 
positions. These were developed in a 
rush and shipped back in the same 
Caravelle as Adriana herself. They were 
then taken to the office of Adriana’s 
husband. 

“Ciao, caro \" said Adriana gaily when 
her husband came in. 


“Ciao, cara\ said the husband. 
“Had an interesting day ?” 
“Oh, the usual,” she said, yawning. 


“Spent most of the day at the hair- 
dresser.” 

“A friend of mine said he thought he 
saw you getting on a plane for Paris 
this morning. 

“Impossible”, said Adriana. “Ask 
Maria who runs the beauty parlour. Ask 
Giovanna the manicurist. They will tell 
you. | was there all day.” 

“Then this must be your double”, 
said her husband producing pictures 
of her naked in bed with her boyfriend, 
taken that very day. 

Case proved. File closed. Bill sent. 

Even royalty does not hesitate to 
send for Tom Ponzi when necessary. 
This occurred when King Umberto found 
that his madcap daughter, Princess 
Maria Beatrice, aged 22, had embarked 
on her most irresponsible escapade so 
far. She had run off with a bearded 
fading Roman movie actor called 
Maurizio Arena. 

Umberto called Ponzi personally. He 
was in no position to give orders to his 
adult daughter, but he wanted to be 
kept informed. Tracking them down was 
easy. They were living in a large private 
house in Rome, Ponzi’s men then rented 
all three floors of a villa across the road. 
Telephoto lenses were trained on their 
windows. Their talk was picked up with 
the aid of directional microphones. 
When they were out, one of Ponzi’s 
house-breaking specialists entered the 
house and bugged the telephone. 


Ponzi, wishing to wrap up the 
case, knocked on the door and 
presented himself. It must have been 
an extraordinary confrontation, the 


huge-shouldered fading muscleman of 
the movies, and the chubby little man 
of 5 ft 7 in, 250 Ibs, with jowls as wobbly 
as Hitchcock's. Ponzi merely told the 
loving couple of his mission, warned 
them against trying to keep any secrets 
from him and made them promise to 
keep him informed of their plans. Ponzi 
continued to keep watch and saw 
enough activity to convince him they 
were planning a getaway. 

Sure enough Arena and the Princess 
suddenly took off with a roar in an 
Alfa-Romeo. Ponzi. awakened from a 
catnap, was immediately at the wheel 
of his Maserati, which had been kept 
revving for him. Arena must have 
thought that once he reached the 
autostrada no driver on earth could 
catch him. In fact the Maserati screamed 
down on the Alfa as if it were a 
Volkswagen. Even by Italian standards, 
Ponzi is one of the fastest drivers on the 
roads. He squeezed the fugitives to the 
edge of the highway, and to a stop. 
“Naughty, naughty’, he said. This 
time they knew they were beaten, They 
promised once more to keep Ponzi 
informed of their plans at all times, and 
Ponzi sent regular reports to the king, 
together with a bill for $35,000. 

Ponzi has an impressive laboratory 
with all the latest electronic equipment. 
Small screws let into a wall can pick up 
conversations in the next apartment. So 
can screws in ceiling and floor. He has 
a 400-yard Dick Tracy wrist-radio 
transmitter, under-arm tape-recorders, 
ashtray cameras, and what he calls 
“little sentries’—miniscule boxes which. 
placed inside the telephone, transmit all 
conversations to the tape recorder of a 
car parked in the vicinity. Wrist-watch 
and fountain-pen microphones are 
usually wired to a pocket tape-recorder 
or, if this is inconvenient, connected to 
a transmitter hidden in a cigarette pack. 

It is tough, often thankless, work. It 
proved too much for Ponzi’s own 
marriage, which ended in legal separa- 
tion. The Ponzis have three children. The 
eldest, Miriam, wants to be a private 
detective too. The youngest, Micky, at 
11, is already a veteran. At six he was 
taking microcamera pictures of an un- 
married couple—unmarried to each 
other, at least—kissing in a train com- 
partment, and he is already Italy's 
youngest parachutist. 

Like most successful self-made men, 
Ponzi thinks only shop, and private 
detection comes to him as automatically 
as smoking a cigarette. His two brothers 
are private detectives in their own right, 
one in Brescia, one in Rome, and he 
often gives them assignments. Once 
Tom telephoned one of his brothers to 
chide him for going to work late—to 
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amuse himself, Tom had actually had 
his own brother tailed. On another 
occasion he suspected Miriam of secret 
smoking, and at night after she had gone 
to bed, a searchlight roamed the limpid 
waters of Lake Maggiore (which his 
private mansion overlooks) seeking 
cigarette butts. 

Now a millionaire, Tom Ponzi is a 
man of endless paradox, kind yet often 
cruel, enjoying a simple life in the middle 
of infinite electronic complexity, loving 
creature comforts, but obsessed with the 
pleasure of speed for its own sake. Fora 
detective, he is curiously lacking in guile. 
As an Italian journalist said of him: “He 
wears only one expression at a time— 
the genuine one.” 

He sees every prospective client 
personally. A worker comes in from 
Settignano; his daughter has run away 
with a city boy, and he wants her to 
come back. He forgives her. The whole 
village forgives her. He weeps. He 
misses his daughter. Ponzi’s men find 
the girl and persuade her to go home. 
No fee. An elderly English lady comes in. 
She recalls a holiday in Capri 40 years 
ago when she was a young girl. A 
handsome good-for-nathing young 
Italian aristocrat deprived her of her 
virginity and £300—all her money. 
Could she claim repayment of the debt ? 
Ponzi’s men trace the family, not an easy 
task after all these years. The young man 
is dead, the family uninterested. For 40 
years the woman has lived with a dream, 
the dream that her romantic prince 
might appear again, with or without the 
300 quid. The dream is finally shattered. 
No fee. 

One of Ponzi’s more intriguing cases 
of recent years is labelled in his files as 
“Case 39. La Hippie Girl Scomparsa’— 
the Case of the Vanishing Hippie Girl. 
(Ponzi is capricious about numbering 
his cases: “'39" were the last two 
numbers in his client's passport.) 

The client was a Danish hero of the 
Resistance, whom we will call Janssen, 
now arich travelling businessman, based 
in New York. The problem was his 
beautiful young daughter, Siglinda, 
whom he had brought up himself, his 


wife having been killed in a car crash. 
Siglinda, educated in France and Italy, 
followed her father to the United States 
and, by the time she was 20, she was 
fluent in Italian, English and French as 
well as Danish. 

But while Janssen travelled on busi- 
ness, Siglinda moved into an East 
Village environment, let her blonde hair 
grow lank and dirty, attended hippie 
parties, and her reactions were slowed 
by pot. One day she returned to 
Europe leaving a reassuring note that 
she was staying in Rome with a girl the 
father knew and approved of. But he 
quickly discovered she was lying. She 
had gone to Paris with an American 
playboy whose name had frequently 
appeared in New York newspapers after 
drunken scandals. Worse still, the play- 
boy returned alone and said he had no 
idea where Siglinda was, because she 
had walked out on him. 

Janssen flew to Paris, distracted, and 
after finding a dead-end with a wholly 
uninterested Paris police (‘she has not 
been fished out of the Seine, Monsieur 
. .. we have no record on her . . . more 
important things to do”) and much the 
same reaction in Rome. he wound up in 
Tom Ponzi's office at number 6, Corso 
Sempione, Milan. 

Ponzi poured two large Scotches 
from the tray he kept by his desk, and 
listened to Janssen’s story. Like most 
fathers of teenage girls, Ponzi is 
psychologically vulnerable to father- 
daughter relationships. He liked his 
client from the start, so he hid the 
increasing gloom in which he listened to 
the recital of the facts. In accepting the 
commission he warned that it would be 
tough, and took the various photo- 
graphs, letters and documents which 
Janssen had brought. 

A single, irresponsible hippie girl at 
large in Europe. Mission: find her. The 
possibilities were endless. Siglinda had 
not been in trouble with the police. She 
had come to no accident or mischief. 
She had not registered in any hotel in 
Europe, because in order to do so a 
foreigner must show his or her passport, 
and Siglinda was an American citizen. 
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“We believe he may be able to assist us in our inquiries.” 
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She could have been doped and 
snatched by the traite des blanches (the 
white slave trade) which is more 
prevalent in Europe than most people 
think, but the airline companies keep a 
lookout for pretty girls who look doped 
in the company of men, and note their 
names. 

Ponzi poured himself another Scotch, 
studied the photographs and letters of 
Siglinda and found himself backing into 
a hunch. The girl was exceptionally 
beautiful, a Scandinavian blonde. As 
such she was a natural for a snap free- 
lance photographer, like the paparazzi 
who roam the Via Veneto of Rome, and 
their equivalents in other cities. If she 
moved in hippie company anywhere 
from Tangier to Copenhagen, it was 
likely she had been photographed and 
that photo published in one or other of 
the innumerable magazines devoted to 
kids, like Sa/ut Jes Copains (Hi Kids), 
the enormously successful French 
magazine. 

Ponzi ordered Siglinda’s picture blown 
up, and sent to operatives and corre- 
spondents all over Europe. Their mission 
was to comb files of every magazine 
specializing in present-day youth since 
the time Siglinda disappeared. Hippie 
parties. The Munich Faschingfest. Anti- 
Vietnam marches. Love-ins. 

Two months passed. In the meantime 
Ponzi went about his other numerous 
commissions. Abbe Lane called from 
Hollywood about some lost jewels. 
Beirut was on the line because certain 
banking interests there suspected a gold 
plot was being hatched in Milan. And 
endlessly, husbands called about wives, 
and wives about husbands. Then one of 
his agents in Geneva sent a tearsheet 
from a cheap Swiss magazine with the 
picture of an indolent band of bearded 
barefoot youths and their girl friends 
sitting around Trastevere, the bohemian 
quarter of Rome. Deep in the back- 
ground could be seen the luminous face 
of a lovely blonde girl who might have 
been Siglinda and might not. Ponzi had 
the picture blown up. until the grain of 
the newspring showed. He and _ his 
principal detectives studied it. It could 
be Siglinda. 

The photographer was traced, a 
friendly Roman paparazzo who went 
through his files and came up with the 
original. 

Ponzi now dropped everything and 
went to Rome to supervise the search 
personally. He ordered a few of his 
younger men to stop shaving and bath- 
ing and to infiltrate the hippie world of 
Rome. This again took time. and Ponzi 
made several trips between Milan and 
Rome until his men finally hit what 
Perry Mason's Paul Drake would call 
“pay dirt”. 

It wasn't pleasant, and it was most 
certainly dirt, and it involved what was 
known as the Papponi Gang, a bunch of 
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vicious young layabouts on which 
Ponzi's Rome office had a good file. The 
practice of the gang, under one Papponi, 
was to take commercial advantage of 
the age-old mutual attraction of the 
Anglo-Saxon female and the Italian 


male. Because Italian girls are usually 
virgins when they marry, Roman boys 
chase the English, American and north- 
ern girls. With luck the girl even picks up 
the tab. The northern girls enjoy the 
Roman good looks, the flattery, the 
Passionate declarations of love, the 
towering scenes of jealousy, so unlike 
the cheerful, casual, bottom-smacking 
beer-drinking lads whom they ultimately 
marry. Papponi was one of several gang- 
leaders to turn this traditional holiday- 
from-reality into serious vicious 
business. 

His boys roamed in packs looking for 
susceptible, unstable girls. The girl 
would fall in love with one or the other, 
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move in, and because he was always 
bemoaning his poverty she would be 
talked into going to bed with some rich 
old fool who had been ogling her on the 
Via Veneto. Little by little the gang 
moved in. She ceased to be simply the 
girl friend of “Mario” or “Pasquale’— 
she was under orders. She was forced 
into full-time prostitution, and had to 
hand over the money. 

Siglinda had so far reached the earlier 
stage of the operation, occasional 
Prostitution. Unfortunately the gang 
suspected it was being watched and had 
moved Siglinda to another secret 
address. Ponzi still cabled Janssen in 
New York that Siglinda had been located 
and that he should come to Rome at 
once. “Can we locate any member of the 
Papponi- gang?” Ponzi asked his men. 
“| mean any member ?” He was told yes. 

This, he decided, was a case for one 
of his specialists, a detective with the 
delightful name of Augusto Fatale, 
whose speciality was what Ponzi rap- 
turously described to me as “oratorio”, 
literally oratory, which Webster's Dic- 
tionary describes as ‘the gift of eloquent 
persuasion’. Fatale, with one of the 
hippie-detectives, cornered a member of 
the gang, and though the oratory was 
not recorded for posterity—certainly not 
for Ponzi’s official report—it apparently 
went something like this: “You moth- 
eaten little apology for a pimp, you 
spotty-faced retread of the human race, 
you are going to bring Siglinda Janssen 
to this place by this time tomorrow. If 
not | am going to the police with the 
following dossier which | happen to 
have on you personally. It includes 
pimping, peddling drugs, housebreak- 
ing. Needless to say | will not do this 
before | make sure you are duly castrated 
and stuffed up your rear end.” 

It was illegal of course. It was, bluntly, 
blackmail. But as oratory it was highly 
effective. The gangster fled to produce 
Siglinda, and she was reunited with her 
father in his room at the elegant Hotel 
Excelsior in a scene sufficiently emo- 
tional for Ponzi and his boys to decide 
it would be more discreet to withdraw. 
Once again a case was closed. ‘But 
whether it will stay closed is another 
matter,” Tom Ponzi added sardonically. 

There are two lessons of the Ponzi 
story: first, that no one can have a 
private life if someone else is prepared 
to pay enough to find out about it, and, 
second, that when a person asks a 
private detective to find something out 
about someone else the detective in- 
evitably finds out far more about his own 
client than the client ever bargained for. 

The moral is, if you need a private 
detective, hire an honest one, licensed 
by the established private detective’s 
associations. And if you find you are 
being investigated yourself, pray that 
your adversary has hired an honest one 
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between the two great powers, China will have 
the opportunity to conduct guerilla warfare in 
Soviet Siberia, like that which characterized 
Algeria or Vietnam. The Chinese will be able to 
do what they have always wanted to do—and 
the Soviet Union will be in grave trouble. All of 
this is bound to influence profoundly everything 
that happens in Central Europe. 

Penthouse: Could these developments acce- 
lerate the so-called “underground rapproche- 
ment” of the Soviet Union with the West, 
especially the United States ? 

Habsburg: They should. But there is one 
important point. Such a rapprochement can 
only come to the surface after protracted 
negotiations. There are so many problems 
between the super-powers that you cannot 
resolve them from one day to another. I'm 
tempted to say that the events in Prague repre- 
sent a genuine disaster for the Soviet Union 
because for the Russians time is of the essence 
in politics from now on. The period between 
now and 1972 is extremely short. And if the 
Soviet Union loses time (as it did over Czecho- 
slovakia), it is possible that it won't be able to 
reach the desired conclusions with the West 
before the fatal date when China is in possession 
of the intercontinental ballistic missiles. So | 
think that the view of a European politician 
according to whom the real winner in the streets 
of Prague was Mao Tse-Tung might turn out to 
be right. 


Penthouse: Obviously the events in Czecho- 
slovakia have had a major impact on the West, 
too. Do you think the trend to disunity will be 
reversed, and Britain's integration into Europe 
become more likely ? 

Habsburg: | hope it will, but | have no 
certainty on this point. What I am sure of is that 
the integration of Europe, the creation of a great 
European community, will be achieved in the 
fullness of time. If you have much to do with the 
young people of Europe—as | have in the course 
of my work—you become convinced soon 
enough that they are far more European- 
minded than their predecessors. So if we had 
unlimited time and the world did not find itself 
in continuous crises, | would say: let us wait 
until this young generation takes over—it is only 
a matter of a few years, anyhow. But we don't 
have unlimited time, and all we can do is to 
mobilize public opinion in favour of integration, 
concentrate all our efforts on achieving this 
unity—since we might miss the boat entirely. 
Penthouse: Time is running out politically? 
Habsburg: Not only for political reasons— 
that is, the negotiations between the United 
States and Russia, which may end in a second 
Yalta—but also because in this dynamic period 
of tremendous technical developments we in 
Europe are lagging behind the super-powers 
just because we suffer from an archaic division 
into small states. Real research and real develop- 
ment are only possible if based on broad, 
extensive markets. We could furnish these easily, 
even if restricted to Western Europe, but we do 
Not possess them at present. If we let things 
drift along, in ten years’ time we shall be as far 
behind the United States as the African Negro 
republics are behind us now. According to a 
recent study made, | believe, by the Rand 
Corporation, if the present trends continue, by 
1995 all research and technical leadership of 
the Western world will be centered in the 
United States. Our role will be only a subsidiary 
one—a position from which one can no longer 
rise to greatness. 

Penthouse: A big contribution to the outdated 
frontiers of Europe was the destruction of the 
Austro-Hungarian Empire in 1918. Can this 
fragmentation be repaired or compensated for? 
Habsburg: | do feel that the Danubian nations 
must have a certain period of closer cooperation. 
There will be a complete integration, | believe, 
whenever Central Europe and Western Europe 
achieve unity again. We have to pass through a 
number of phases and we cannot arrive at this 
reunification in a single leap. The different 
economic structures could not survive under 
such a strain. But in the long run | believe that 
only a solution embracing the whole continent 
could endure. 

Penthouse: Would European integration lead 
to closer relations with Asia and Africa? 
Habsburg: Asia, certainly. In Asia there is a 
movement that in many ways parallels the 
striving for unity in Europe—a movement for the 
unification of maritime Asia. This is headed by 
Japan. Already there is close cooperation 
between Japan, the Philippines, Korea, Taiwan, 
Indonesia—all the way down to Singapore and 
Malaysia. There we see the beginnings of a 
major Asiatic power, likely to be far stronger in 
its political and economic potential than even 


Red China could be. This maritime Asia, being 
an industrialised complex of nations, will 
eventually have to cooperate with the Western 
democracies. As for Africa, in the long range 
its states will have to work with us—because 
they need Europe and we need them. On the 
other hand, as realists, we must not expect too 
much from Africa for several decades to come. 
Because of the existing political structures, 
whatever we have witnessed recently in Nigeria 
will prove to be nothing compared to what is 
going to happen in other African countries 
where artificial states have been superimposed 
on tribal realities. Such tensions and conflicts 
have been created that sooner or later there 
must be a general explosion. It is significant that 
both the United States and the Soviet Union are 
gradually withdrawing from Africa, because 
they have realized that in the new black states 
neither communism nor the American type of 
democratic capitalism can be established. 
Penthouse: Is the institution of monarchy 
doomed in the 20th century? 

Habsburg: You know, the more one studies 
history, the more one is struck by one basic 
fact: every political thought was discovered and 
expressed thousands of years ago. There is no 
such thing as a new political idea. The only way 
of producing one is to take a little of this and a 
pinch of that—there is no original drink, every- 
thing is a cocktail now. So | think it is absurd to 
talk about a political system of the past or the 
present—or of the future; because all these 
Structures have come into existence, dis- 
appeared, returned and vanished again, as all 
human institutions and values do. Nowadays it 
is a popular concept to associate monarchy with 
decadence and decline in the 19th century. 
One doesn't take the trouble to penetrate to the 
essentials of the institution, but remains 
entangled with the accidental features. | believe 
that the tremendous social and economic 
changes through which we have gone and 
which are still ahead of us will force us to re- 
think our approach to all political institutions, 
whether monarchies or republics. 

Penthouse: In our century, of course, many 
of the monarchies—like those of Norway and 
Sweden, Holland and Belgium—have survived 
ordeals like the second world war and its after- 
math. Monarchy refuses to die. 

Habsburg: Certainly, monarchy is an institu- 
tion that cannot and will not be buried. And the 
monarchies you mentioned—! would, of course, 
add the British—have certainly played decisive 
roles in the recent history of their respective 
countries. When we speak of “aristocracy” we 
always think of a class phenomenon deriving 
from the agricultural phase of our economic 
evolution, when the big landowners were of 
necessity the V.I.P.s. They were—if | may take 
a parallel from our industrial society—fulfilling 
roughly the same role as the trade union leaders 
and secretaries today. If you speak of an elite 
today, society is producing its own elite out of 
the trade union and managerial classes. This, 
too, is a kind of aristocracy. But if we speak of 
aristocracy in the sense of the usage of the 19th 
century, we mean an institution that is definitely 
obsolete. 

Penthouse: Your Royal Highness, thank you. 
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ing on reflections of the real, he thought with his old glibness, 
refractions of firelight through the bottom of his glass, darkly. 
He filled it again. 

So damned quiet. Snow piled up at the window. He 
thought of the flakes falling steadily into the flinty sea, 
blanketing the mountains behind the lochs and headlands. 
No wind today, that was one thing. Christmas present from 
the weatherman. He smiled owlishly at his joke. Uncannily 
still. For ten days it had been blowing a gale all day every day 
all night every night, Arctic blasts barrelling over the ridge 
behind the house, so that the eddies rattled the windows. 

The first day there they'd been for a walk across the tilted 
heather above the bay .. . her raven hair lashed his face . . . 
her raving hair... seduce a Medusa . . , her calm stare had 
screwed him to stone and he'd thought that perhaps he 
loved her. Pleasure and pain. The next day the snow started. 
He wasn't worried. It was too early for the big drifts, but he'd 
driven in to Achiltibuie to buy food, just in case. The town had 
a shop and a church and a pub. Nothing else. The wind and 
sea and hills didn’t count. He got a case of Scotch and 
started work in the afternoon. The next day they were 
snowed in. Stupidly, he'd parked in a natural depression 
beside the road and the car was half covered. He'd worked 
hard and things had been okay until the third day, when they 
argued. 

“God you're selfish,” she'd said. “You want to take without 
giving. Either you're in love or you're alone, but you want it 
both ways.” 

That had started because he told her to go easy on the 
whisky. He didn’t want to run out. He told himself he 
needed it to relax after working. Now he was looking into the 
fire and realizing that he needed it to help with his life. 

Last night they'd argued because she’d burnt the soup. 
One thing Jon liked was food and he'd assumed she could 
cook, but she couldn't. If it hadn't been for the script he 
would have done it himself. She went to bed in a huff and 
stayed on her side all night with her back to him. This 
morning he woke shivering—she had most of the blankets. 
He got up and made coffee, watching the grey and pink 
dawn and the snow falling as if it'd go on for ever. When he 
went upstairs to get a pullover the coffee was still in his 
hands. 

She woke up smiling. “Happy Christmas darling, you're 
very good to me.” What? he said. “Oh. | thought you'd 
brought me coffee in bed. But that’s too much to expect, 
even at Christmas.” 

It always surprised him, how hard her gentle face could go. 
He went back to the kitchen. They ate breakfast in silence and 
he wondered if she’d forgotten to put salt in the porridge on 
purpose. He asked her about it and they argued again and he 
went into the living-room, slamming the door. He tried to 
work. She must have gone out for a walk 

He finished his drink and when he stood up he knocked the 
chair over. Not drunk yet, he thought. He sat at the typewriter, 
but it was no use. He certainly wasn’t sober. All that inane 
dialogue. He ripped the page from the machine, crumpled it, 
tossed it to the flames. Satisfying. He closed his eyes and 
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listened to the silence. He had to get back to London, get 
away, from her, from himself and the silence. He looked 
around the sparsely furnished room and thought longingly of 
those lunches at Alvaro’s. He wondered whether to make an 
effort when she came back. They could both pretend they 
liked each other and perhaps she'd try with the Christmas 
dinner. Though even Gillian would find it hard to spoil a 
tinned plum pudding. His thoughts were interrupted. 
Knock knock knock at the door. /mpossible. He started 
typing. The knocking again, louder. Who the hell? Unless 
dumb Gillian had forgotten her key. He clumped through the 
kitchen and opened the door. 

It wasn’t her. It was Terry Mann, smiling easily, breath 
steaming. A handsome, cruel face. The drinking stopped Jon 
being too surprised. “Happy Christmas. Can | come in?” 
They went in to the fire. Terry raised his eyebrows when he 
saw the empty bottle but he didn’t say anything. Instead he 
took off his belted suede overcoat. 

“Well,” asked Jon, opening a new bottle. 

“Well, I'm in trouble, baby. Two days ago | had the police 
at my flat. They found a bottle of unprescribed methadrine, so 
now they’re looking for me. Stevens said to come up here.”’ 

“Butisn't the road closed ? Soda or water ?” 

“Water thanks . . . when, fine. | flew to Aberdeen, got the 
bus to Ullapool—the priest coming out for the service gave 
me alift. They'd just cleared the road.” 

“So what are you going to do ? Cheers.” 

“Cheers. | thought I'd stay here for a fortnight or so. My 
manager's trying to fix a forged prescription before the trial. 
It should work out. | can’t afford any bad publicity right now, 
so he wants me to stay out of the way. So here | am.”" He 
smiled, but Jon didn’t see it as forced. ‘Where's that bird you 
brought up with you ?” 

“Out walking. We don’t get on too well.” 

“No? Pity.” There was no regret in his tone. “'l quite 
fancied her. She stands well.” 

“Among other things.” 

They fell silent, watching the fire. Jon thought that Terry's 
presence might lower the tension. Anyway, it'd mean a 
decent meal. Terry was thinking of Gillian. He'd had his eye 
on her for a long time, he was glad he'd share his exile with 
her. It was just a matter of getting Jon out of the way. 

They weren't alone for long. The door slammed and Gillian 
came in, stamping snow from her thigh-length black boots. 
She wore very tight ski pants. They were the first thing Terry 
looked at. Then he raised his eyes to hers and smiled easily. 

“Terry! What are you doing here? | thought you were still 
shooting that picture in Spain!” 

Jon watched with sour detachment. He hadn't realized 
she'd be as pleased as this to see him. While Terry told his 
story again, Jon surreptitiously topped his own glass up. He 
knew he was getting drunk, because he felt the stirrings of 
desire when he looked at her. Unless it was the way she was 
standing, and she certainly wouldn't be looking crutchy for 
his sake. He didn't want to think about what that meant. 

“It's such a surprise, seeing someone else,” said Gillian, 
with a smile that excluded Jon. ‘I'm glad it’s you.” She 
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looked at the antique gold watch she wore around her neck 
on a chain. It accentuated her small, firm, bra-less breasts. 
“Must go and put the duck in the oven.” 

“Show me the script, baby.” said Terry, more to fill up the 
silence Gillian had left behind her than because he was 
interested. He didn’t want to do the film. Stevens was a 
crappy director and Jon was a crappy scriptwriter, add to 
which the fact that his agent had hinted that Anglo-United 
weren't very interested. He flicked through ten days’ hard 
work in three minutes. “Not bad, not bad. Maybe tighten 
some of the dialogue.” 

Jon pushed his anger down and put a swallow of Scotch 
on top of it. It was Christmas. There were three of them, and 
he wanted Terry on his side. He found it a strain staying 
together with just Gillian around, and he knew he couldn't 
manage them both. 

Terry went into the kitchen, leaving Jon to leaf morosely 
through the script. Still a mess. It'd be great to be able to 
toss it into the fire. He'd give up if he didn’t need the money. 
He heard laughter from the kitchen, but couldn't catch what 
they were saying. Just a murmur of low voices and then 
Gillian’s infuriatingly hysterical giggle. 

“Don't...” giggle giggle’... Terry, don’t.” 

Without thinking, Jon shouted: “Don’t what?” 

It was out and hanging in the silence before he knew it. 
With two words he'd revealed his jealousy and suspicion. 
Terry put his head around the door, 

“| was nibbling at the plum pudding.” His face was a bland 
mask. Jon thought he should try and be hospitable. At least 
for this one day. He held up the whisky bottle inquiringly. “No 
thanks, baby, I’m saving up for the champagne.” There was a 
suppressed giggle from the kitchen. Jon ignored it. He was 
thinking how much he hated being called “Baby”. 

Bloody Terry. Can't be more than 23 himself, and he can’t 
act. All he’s got is that cruel, sexy mouth and those big 
mother's-boy eyes. It’s not as if he’s a friend or anything. We 
knew each other slightly in London, same restaurants, same 
parties, but that was about it. After his first picture, Terry 
had been assured of his professional and thus his social 
position. Near the top, Whereas Jon was there on sufferance, 
because of that one first book. He was neither handsome nor 
witty. Just ordinary. 

In a flash of drunken clarity, Jon understood about 
Gillian. She wanted someone to take her by the hand into the 
Wonderful World of Movies. Now that she was in, she could 
dispense with her guide, find another for the next stage. He 
should have known. He’d thought she was one of the 
inexhaustible supply of stupid, nubile, poor little rich girls, 
bred and fattened in ancestral homes and shipped off to 
Chelsea. He’d been wrong. She was a careerist. He should 
have known when she said she‘d been to RADA. Chelsea’s 
full of climbers. Born in Canada myself. Always an outsider. . . 
but he pulled himself together. Getting maudlin. He decided 
he'd had enough whisky. As always, the decision was about 
three drinks too late. 

Outside, the short day was drawing to a close. The snow 
had stopped and the sky was a uniform metallic grey. Smell 
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of roasting duck from the kitchen. Terry and Gillian came in 
and pulled their chairs up to the fire. 

“That reminds me,” said Terry, “| brought you some 
presents.” He fumbled in the pocket of his overcoat draped 
over the back of the chair. He pulled out two small packages 
wrapped in department-store paper. He smiled slightly at 
Gillian as he gave her hers. “| knew you were here.” He lent 
across to Jon. “Hey baby, wake up, here’s a present for you.” 
Jon came dazedly back. It was as if he’d been asleep with his 
eyes open. There was an embarrassed silence as he looked 
uncomprehendingly at the parcel. 

“Oh! Christmas, yes. Thank you.” As he fumbled with the 
paper Terry turned his attention to Gillian, In the paper was a 
box and in the box was the one perfume she'd never been 
able to afford but always wanted. Joie by Patou. Eyes met, 
she spoke first. 

“How did you know 2” 

“| just knew.” No need to say more. 

Jon had fought his way through the outer wrappings and 
was starting on the box. A Du Pont lighter. He flicked it and 
they could almost see his mind ticking over. Earlier, in the 
kitchen, she‘d told Terry that he’d never been as bad as this. 
Terry had answered “It’s the competition,” and moved in, 
and that was what shed been saying “Don’t!” about. 

“That's very decent of you... but! don’t smoke,” said Jon. 

“Oh well, Gil can use it, | know she does.” He never called 
her Gil. 

They moved the table nearer the fire and got ready to eat. 
Jon insisted on setting the table. He dropped a glass and cut 
his finger as he was throwing the shards into the fire. When 
the others came in with the duck he was watching the flames 
intently and sucking his finger. 

“For what we are about to receive, and suchlike,” said 
Terry, hand raised in benediction as he moved his booted 
foot up and down between Gillian’s legs under the table. Jon 
missed the meaning, he was too busy trying to carve. The 
knife slipped, gravy shot across the tablecloth. ‘Here, give 
me a go, baby, | know how to carve up a bird.” Gillian 
giggled. Jon blinked and passed the plate across. He just 
managed to open a bottle of champagne. 

Everything was telescoping in his mind. Time was squash- 
ing up, concertina-wise. It didn't seem any time since he let 
Terry in. Then there'd been the last whisky. Before that was 
the script. Prismatic triangle. That was how it was, he 
thought owlishly. Two men and a woman. That was the 
triangle. The prism was inside his head, the drinking broke up 
the data his senses sent to the brain. Terry's voice was distant. 
“How about some more champagne, baby?” Wasn't there 
mockery in his voice? He squinted mentally at the bright 
problem and poured the wine. 

He didn’t say much because there wasn’t much to say. The 
other two were laughing at jokes he didn’t understand and 
sending silent messages he couldn't hope to receive. It was 
like those long, long dinners at Alvaro’s when he ate and 
drank a lot to make up for whatever it was that was missing. 
He thought of the things he'd told her in bed, about how 
he'd always been lonely even as a child, about how he had no 
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to the butler, “I mightn’t be strong 
enough to take his weight while he 
kissed that rotten old Blarney-stone!” 
And asa direct outcome of this mishap, it 
was Wanda who prepared Sir Raven’‘s 
bath and laid out his dinner clothes 
that evening. 

“Wife'll be damn annoyed about 
this,” the P.M. grumbled as he shuffled 
out of his dressing-room to be brushed 
down by the solicitous Swiss maid. 
“Hates having temporary servants at 
Number Ten. Says they only take the 
jobs so they can sell their stories to the 
blasted magazines.” 

“How wicked of them!" cried Wanda 
"You should have the rascals handed 


over to your Chief Whip, to be 
chastised!” 
“The Chief Whip,” Sir Raven 


chuckled, with a side glance sparked by 
new appreciation, ‘doesn’t—er—whip 
people, you know. His job is to get 
Members into the voting lobby.”” 

“Well, what about that other gentle- 
man,” the ingenious girl persisted’”— 
Black Rod, isn't that what you call him ? 


A good sound thrashing from Aim would 
put a stop to all that nonsense!” 

“Black Rod, my dear,” the P.M. 
muttered, easing his collar with a plump 
and trembling forefinger, “is just a 
ceremonial usher. We don‘t—ah—flog 
miscreants in this country these days.” 

“More's the pity. then,” Wanda 
declared primly, giving some vigorous 
attention with her brush to Sir Raven's 
rump. “You need my little sister Candy- 
floss to take over the discipline in your 
household. Real little raver, that one is, 
with a swishy cane in her hand!” 

Her Majesty's First Minister ‘was 
having trouble with his breathing. He 
sat down heavily on the side of the bed, 
gulping air through the floppy mous- 
tache so dear to political cartoonists. 
And following Wanda’s brisk move- 
ments about the room with a glazed eye. 

“Hrrmp ... this little sister of yours, 
my dear... | can't promise anything, of 
course, until I've met her, but if she’s— 
ah—looking for a job when she leaves 
school... .” 

“School!” Wanda laughed. “No 
school will put up with the little terror! 
That's why | have to take her around 
with me wherever | go—since our dear 
parents passed away. Oh, sir!'—she 
was serious, now—"‘if you could really 
find her a job where she could work off 
this obsession she has with corporal 
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punishment! It could be the making of 
her!” 

“Can't promise anything,” the P.M. 
breathed. ‘Greatest discretion absolutely 
essential at this stage.” He closed his 


eyes and swallowed hard. ‘I—er—l 
don't suppose she still goes around in 
gym-slips.”’ 


“All the time,” Wanda smiled. ‘Mini 
versions, of course.” 

“Not—arhh—pigtails, too ?”” 

“Long blonde ones, with pink bows 
at the ends.” 

“When,” panted Sir Raven, dabbing 
a handkerchief to his jowls, ‘‘am | to 
meet this naughty little sister of yours ?” 

“| could arrange it for tonight—after 
the others have gone to bed. Down in 
the dungeons, shall we say, out of 
sight’— Wanda gave him a slow wink 
—"and sound of everyone ?”” 


Candyfloss might easily have passed for 
a 13-year-old as she stood in the 
entrance to the cell, scowling prettily at 
the dressing-gowned Prime Minister. 

“You've kept me from my sleep,” she 
pouted, swishing at the air with her thin 
cane. “You're nothing but a bad bad 
boy!” 

“TL know | am!" Sir Raven whimpered. 
“And I'm not going to say I'm sorry—so. 
there!” 

In the next-door dungeon, Wanda 
double-checked the light-reading and, 
crouching closer to the wall, started to 
focus her 35 mm Leica on the brilliantly- 
lit scene the other side of the hole... . 

“What did the old twit say when you 
showed him the pictures ?” Candyfloss 
asked her mistress as they drove back 
to London after the weekend. 

“He started to sob like a baby. Then 
he said he'd resign. | told him it wouldn't 
make any difference—! could still ruin 
him and his party, and surely the sensible 
thing would be to wait and see what | 
wanted of him. He perked up a bit at 
that. He even begged a small favour 
before we parted.” 

“What was that, Booful ?” 

“Would | mail him one glossy set, 
ten-by-twelve, in a plain envelope care 
of the Carlton Club.” 

The wickedest girl in the world 
lounged back in her seat, green eyes 
glittering behind the heavy lashes. 
“Well, Pusscake, that wraps up La Belle 
France and Perfidious Albion. Next 
stop—Washington!”" 


How can Wanda possibly compromise the new White 
Anglo-Saxon Protestant president of the U.S.A. ? How can 
she even get to him through the solid phalanxes of the 
Secret Service ? Don't lose faith. In our next issue, Wanda 
sets out to perpetrate the most outrageous seduction in 
history! Order your copy NOW! 


@ Jon noticed that she’d changed into a low-cut woollen dress. 
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real faith in his ability. He sipped the champagne and wished 
he'd kept it all to himself. The secrets. And the champagne. 

“Do you have any candles,” asked Terry suddenly, mouth 
full of duck. “They're more like Christmas.” 

She lit them at the fire and turned the electric light off. Jon 
thought it was silly—he couldn't see what he was eating— 
but he didn’t say anything. “More champagne, baby.” said 
Terry and poured it without waiting for an answer. Soon |’m 
going to be sick, Jon thought. 

He looked across at Gillian. She’d put her hair up since 
Terry came. He'd never seen it like that before. There was the 
smell of the new perfume. Through the nausea of drunken- 
ness, he wondered why He hadn't bought her something. 
But she hadn't given him anything. That made him feel 
better. 

Gillian lit the brandy on the plum pudding with his new 
lighter. “That's a nice lighter,” said Terry, winking. She 
smiled. The tightening bond of intimacy between them was 
temporarily loosened when Jon staggered to his feet with his 
hand crammed in his mouth. They heard him vomiting into 
the sink. 

When he came back they'd moved the table and were 
sitting by the fire. Terry was in the only armchair and she was 
on the floor with her long legs curled under her. Jon pulled 
up the uncomfortable chair from the typing table. Then he 
noticed that she’d changed into a low-cut woollen dress. He 
knew it. Something was happening. Or had she worn it 
before ? Something's happening and you don’t know what it 
is. He resolved to say something and then decided not to and 
said something else instead. ‘Discretion better partial 
valour,” he mumbled and they looked at him and'then at each 
other. 

“What was that, baby,” asked Terry from behind his stick- 
on smile. 

“Nothing.” 

“Sounded like a proverb. Discretion the better part of 
valour and like that. We'll see.” 

Gillian seemed to have moved closer to Terry’s chair. 
Either that or he had very long arms—he was stroking her 
hair. Jon wondered if they were drunk too. Couldn't have 
drunk all the champagne himself. Perhaps they'd helped. 
Lend a helping hand, handle with care, he thought of her, 
nine lives, stitch in time saves nine, like sleeping cats in the 
red embers—thinking of them sent him to sleep. 

He woke to the feel of a glass in his hand. “Have a brandy, 
baby. Wake you up.” Terry. He drank. Oblivion. 


+ * + 


He woke shivering violently. The fire was out. Ashes. He was 
on the camp bed in the living-room. His head felt as if the 
coals from last night still burnt there. He sat up and slumped 
back and went to sleep again. He woke hours later and his 
bladder forced him out of bed. The room was freezing. He 
went to the bathroom. Something wrong . . . only one tooth- 
brush in the mug. She’s left, he thought. It didn’t hit him till 
he'd sloshed water on his face. He ran upstairs. The rumpled 


bed was empty. There was the smell of Joie by Patou. Her case 
was gone. And all her clothes. He sat down on the bed. 
Correction. All except for one pair of panties. He looked at the 
stains and threw them into the corner and crossed to the 
window. 

It was a dazzling day. Blue sky, white snow, blue sea, 
shattering shafts of reflected white light. The road was a 
black ribbon. The snow-plough must have been through in 
the night. He went downstairs and poured a drink and knew 
what he had to do. 

Terry was a criminal, the police wanted him. He didn't 
care about her. A successful scriptwriter like him could 
afford to pick and choose. Just then he caught a glimpse of 
his face in the mirror—three days’ beard, bloodshot eyes, 
receding hairline. He looked across at the litter of papers on 
the table, stained by glasses. Don’t kid yourself. Prismatic 
Triangle’s beyond you. Stevens will fire you, hire another 
writer. It’s all the same.to Stevens. He doesn’t have to pay off 
an Aston Martin or renew the lease on a Chelsea flat. He 
hasn't got problems like | have. 

There was one consolation. Terry had them too. The police 
wanted him. Jon saw his duty clear before him. He pulled on 
an overcoat and took a shovel and waded down through the 
snow to the car. He had to talk to the police. It'd be both a 
duty and a revenge. He dug for over an hour and then spent 
20 minutes flattening the battery. He finally started the car 
with the crank, pulled out with spinning wheels, parked on 
the road and went back to the house for a steadying drink. He 
brought the bottle back with him and sat it up in the passenger 
seat. 

The road was icy, he took it slowly. There was no police 
station in Achiltibuie, so he’d have to go to Ullapool. The 
road left the coast and started to climb into the rugged hills, 
winding around rocky spurs, crossing foaming burns on old 
stone bridges. It was almost dark when he arrived. His 
hangover felt better. The bottle beside him was a third 
empty. He got out and went up the steps of the cottage which 
served as a police station. Inside, a grizzled, sandy-haired old 
Scot in half a uniform was reading the paper. His chair was 
pulled up to the fire. 

“| wish to report the fact that I’ve been harbouring a 
criminal,” said Jon impressively. He'd been rehearsing it. 

“Ye what man?” snapped the constable, looking at him 
sharply. 

“You'll find there's a warrant out for a Mr. Terence Mann, 
if you phone your headquarters. He was at my house.” 

The policeman looked at him again. Jon realized that the 
man knew he was drunk. He hadn't realized it himself until 
now. 

“We'll see about that.’ He picked’ up the phone and 
cranked the old-fashioned handle. There was a long, long 
pause. ‘As a matter of interest, have ye been driving atall ?”” 

“No.” Itwas hopeless. “| mean yes.” 

The call came through. “Yes, that’s right, Terence Mann. 
No? You sure now? Right | see. Right.’ He hung up. “And 
what might your name be sir? Looks to me ye’ve had too 
merry a Christmas by half.” Ot 
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Gometind should have warned me not 
to get up this morning. By all the laws 
of probability, had | stayed in bed and 
ignored the day, just slowly waiting for 
Tuesday to arrive, | would not have been 
telling this story 

My godmother, Aunt Matilda, de- 
cided to go to New York to visit her 
brother for six months, and after all she 
is the only rich godmother | have, so | 
gallantly decided to drive her to the 
airport in time for her 10.45 take-off. 
Well, after buying her newspapers, 
Peppermints and Cigarillos (her only 
concession to rich eccentricity), | went 
over to Pan-Am to check if the plane 
actually took off on time, and there was 
this bird, who was so devastating that | 
stopped dead in my tracks. She looked a 
bit lost, wandering up and down along- 
side the Pan-Am ticket counter among 
the hustle and bustle of American 
tourists and British businessmen taking 
off for New York with their secretaries. 
But every male head turned as she 
walked by, mine included, eyes hungrily 
following the blonde vision. 

It was a cold, rainy day, and inside 
that Number 3 building it was even 
colder, so | was wearing my black polo- 
necked sweater and brown suede 
jacket (not out of disrespect for Aunt 
Matilda, mind you, who really is a doll, 
but those happened to be the clothes 
nearest to my bed as | groped my way 
out of the house this morning at 8 a.m.) 

By now this bird, still looking around, 
fresh and early - morning - beautiful, 
slowly orientates herself to the Air 
France ticket desk, presumably to make 
inquiries, as no luggage is visible. | 
follow and watch from a distance. Her 
thigh boots are white leather, leaving a 
small vision of super golden legs which 
disappear into a mauve corduroy micro- 
skirt hugging hips that have obviously 
never known a girdle—and don’t need 
one. Her huge delightful bosom is en- 
cased in a white lace blouse with a 
cleavage decorated by frills that have no 
place in London Airport. The exquisite 
face is the most attractive thing about 
her, though. As | rub my own un- 
shaved features my mind is turning over 
various lines of approach, how to pull 
this bird. 

| edged a little closer to the counter 
and an efficient little navy-blue number 
belonging to the desk asked me if she 
could help me. Meanwhile Miss White 
Leather Boots was putting an airline 
ticket on the counter with her passport. | 
lit a cigarette as she announced that she 


was checking in on flight No 421 to - 


Nice. Well, that did it! Her voice 
sounded as if she had either just got out 
of bed, or was just going there, and 
there wasn't a flicker of a glance in my 
direction. But | was going to lay this 
bird before the day was out. 

Quick thinks! | turn to navy-blue 
number and inquire if there are any 
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Suddenly the ‘plane 
gives an almighty lurch... 
| shoot forward into her 
arms and the next thing | 
know it's all happening 
—right there and 


then 


Colin Mier 


seats vacant on flight 421 to Nice. 
“You will have to check with reserva- 
tions on the first floor.” Hell. 

It took ten minutes flat to dash up- 
stairs and buy a round-trip ticket to 
Nice, go and park my car in the all-night 
garage, retrieving my passport from the 
glove compartment which was _ its 
permanent home, as my job as foreign 
correspondent on a daily took me all 
over the world. The next thing, | am 
walking up the stairway of a Caravelle, 
ready to stroll nonchalantly down the 
aisle and find out where she is sitting. 
Thank goodness, she is all alone halfway 
down the aeroplane. 

How shall we begin this conversa- 
tion? “Lovely day, isn’t it?” “Do you 
think the weather will be nice in Nice ?”” 
“| hate Caravelles but the Trident...” “I 
just missed my B.E.A. flight...’ were all 
discarded. As these thoughts cross my 
mind | watch from the other side of the 
window as grimy London slowly dis- 
appears beneath us. Suddently it’s all so 
private and lovely. She is trapped for 
one hour and 20 minutes with me by her 
side. | realize she has difficultly in un- 
fastening her seat belt, and lean 
forward: “May |?” A smile at last as my 
now near-trembling fingers are actually 
brushing past her mauve microskirt, 
and | relieve her of that awful strap. 

Simultaneously she said “Thank you” 
and the stewardess asked: “Drinks, sir?” 
This was my moment, the big test. | 
answer: Two Scotch on the rocks.” Not 
a murmur of protest. | am not making 
mad progress but at least she hasn't 
refused a drink. | turn to her and some- 
thing happens to my stomach as | 
realize that her eyes are green and huge 
and looking at me. “Are you going to the 
Film Festival too ?”’ she asks me. 

“Yes,” | lie. 

“Where are you staying ?”” 

“At the Martinez.” 

Silence for a moment as we pass some 
cloudy patches and the ‘plane lurches 
slightly to the left. By now the stewardess 
has brought our drinks and | pull down 
the small ledge in front of me to place 
them both. Something happens to aman 
in the air, given the right set of circum- 
stances, though you will not find it in 
any handbook aboard an aeroplane. 
But this scotch on any empty stomach, 
her perfume, and, | am sure, the 
pressurized air in the cabin, all contribute 
to making me glad that my little tray is 
down in front of me. As she pulls out a 
cigarette | try to half-stand up to reach 
my lighter and, owning to the situation 
beneath the tray the glasses spill 
disastrously in her direction. | can't 
believe my misfortune. I've hardly 
started chatting her up and two rather 
large glasses of Johnnie Walker are now 
seeping into her skirt and down her 
lovely white boots. 

Speechlessly | signalled the stewar- 
dess, who tried a little perfunctory 
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Something happens 
to a man in the air, given the right set 
of circumstances, 
though you will not find it in any handbook 
aboard an aeroplane. 


mopping up with a cloth. My lovely 
dreams were vanishing. Then she says: 
“Please don’t worry, | always have spare 
tights in my handbag, and the leather 
won't stain.” | look deeply into her eyes 
and feel vibrations between us for the 
first time. “The only thing is my boots,” 
she goes on, ‘| can’t get them off alone.” 

| weakly try to catch the eye of the 
stewardess, who’s busy with other 
passengers, and obviously thinks we're 
together. 

As you know, the loo in a Caravelle is 
placed at the rear of the aircraft, and we 
made it down the gangway. By this time 
the turbulence was mounting. but as yet 
no Fasten seat belts sign. Now | must 
state at this point that | did not intend 
what followed to happen. The thought 
of this poor girl, whom | was going to 
chat up on the flight and possibly have a 


quiet dinner with in Cannes, being 
locked in a 4ft by 4ft. loo on a Caravelle 
with me struggling to remove her white 
leather boots was rather frightening. 
But | swear that it just happened. She 
was sitting on the loo and | had my 
back to the door. 

Suddenly the plane gives an al- 
mighty lurch and dips again to the left, 
which is by now the direction in which | 
am facing. Therefore | shoot forward, 
and find myself entangled in her arms in 
a most unexpected position. So, always 
one to take advantage of a situation, | 
kiss her, and the next thing | know it's all 
happening—right there and then. 

By now the plane is jumping all over 
the place and | must say it certainly adds 
a different angle to the situation. To my 
left | see Return to your seat sign 
flashing on, which | decide to ignore. 
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The moment is too blissfully taken up 
with action for me to consider leaving. 
We must have been going through 
incredible turbulence and air pockets— 
possibly an outsize storm, though it 
couldn't compare with the turbulence 
and storm going on inside that loo. 

Well, just at the wrong moment the 
door bursts open and the stewardess 
starts with: “Do you need any assis- 
tance?” Then her-hand flies to her 
mouth and she lets out a small shriek of 
astonishment as she views the scene of 
my bird almost nude except for the 
white leather boots, and my trousers 
half way down to my ankles. The poor 
girl had never seen it happen before so | 
close the door and pull myself together, 
by now furious. 

Leaving the puss-in-boots to dress in 
peace | sneak out and wander con- 
spicuously up the aisle, passing the red- 
faced stewardess en route. She is 
whispering the dreadful story to her 
colleagues, who are looking shocked, 
amused and jealous, in that order. 

Just as the loudspeaker announced 
our approach to Nice airport she comes 
back and sits down. By now she is 
beautifully groomed again, and having a 
little giggle to herself. | take hold of her 
hand just as we touch down and the 
drone of the engines is far too loud to ask 
her where and when | will see her this 
evening. So we go down the stairs into 
the waiting bus past the incredulous 
stares of the airline personnel—I am sure 
even the Captain came out to have a 
look at us—and | am_ temporarily 
separated from my prize during passport 
control. As | have no luggage | have no 
need to wait in the customs hall, so | 
walk straight through and turn to look 
for her. 

Well, imagine how | feel when | see 
her run into the arms of this huge sun- 
tanned chap waiting by the exit. They 
link arms and walk off towards a 
parked Cadillac convertible, and | will 
say she winks in my direction as she 
passes me. Deflated and miserable | 
walk over to book a return seat on the 
next flight to London. So as | began: | 
should have waited for the day to pass 
me by—but that’s not the end of the 
story. 

As | reach for my wallet at London 
Airport to get the ticket for my parked 
car | realize it's missing! The little bitch 
has removed my ticket and passport, 
carefully placing them in my pocket—a 
fact | should have noticed before—and 
lifting my wallet. There was almost £100 
in my wallet at the time as well as some 
foreign currency. 

The only antidote to righteous in- 
dignation is that | would probably have 
spent the money on her had | stayed in 
Cannes. Fancy getting taken for a ride 
like that! Well, on second thoughts, yes 


| do fancy it. 
Om 


| Leonardo Strassi 
designer knits for men on the move 


Get with it before you get away from it all. Winging 
South. Swinging with what's happening. Come 

on strong with the fashion authority of innovative 
knits with an international elegance. See the 
complete Leonardo Strassi designer collection 
at stores with a sophisticated fashion viewpoint. 
Colfax Industries « Empire State Building » New York. NY. 10001 


{top left) stripe-inset “Primar’, about $16. (lower 
left) fine-lined ‘‘Jadel", about $13. (top right) 
taglan-shouldered “Portview”’, about $13. All, full 
fashioned Ban-Lon knits of Phillips 66 Nylon, 
automatic wash and dry. (lower right) ““Pro-Am"S. 
Trophy with extra long stay-in shirt tail, about $8. 
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